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American $uicide 

 

American $uicide was commissioned and developed by The Z Space Studio and 

The Magic Theatre/Z Space Studio New Works Initiative, San Francisco, CA. The 

world premiere of American $uicide was produced in San Francisco, CA, by The 

Z Space Studio and Encore Theatre Company on February 12, 2007. 

 

Cast 

 

 Sam Small, an unemployed man 

Mary Small, his wife and a waitress 

Albert Price, their self-employed neighbor 

Margaret, his mistress and a bartender at a club 

Gigi Bolt, executive director of Theater Communications Group* 

Barbara Norton, a casting agent 

Max Maxwell, a washed-up film director. 

 Chloe Banks, a film actress (half Valley Girl and half Norma Desmond) in her  

  early twenties and so already a fading star 

 Mysterious Foreign Man, likely from the Middle East 

Mysterious American Man, likely from Washington, D.C. 

 

*This is an entirely fictional Gigi Bolt, and not based on the real Gigi Bolt in any way whatsoever. 

As of this draft, Bolt is the interim executive director of TCG. When the position is filled 

permanently, the name of this character should be changed accordingly. Should that person be 

male, any text in [brackets] should be either substituted for the text preceding it or included, 

accordingly.  

 

Note 

 

A slash in the dialogue (/) indicates that the next actor should start their line, 

creating overlapping speech. 
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Time, place, and design 

 

The time is now. The place is a big American city. In it we see Sam and Mary’s 

apartment, the hall outside, a casting office, a bench in a city park, a montage of 

these locations, and a throbbing dance club. To depict all of this, the design 

should make use of what theater does best and what current technology has to 

offer. Old-school and new-school elements should be allowed to clash against and 

to blend harmoniously with one another. In other words, don’t pretend it ain’t 

theater and don’t ignore the fact that it’s being produced right now. 

 

Preshow 

 

Music selected and edited with the overall production in mind. Or maybe the 

audio track of the latest Fox News broadcast, complete with commercial breaks. 

 

Act One 

 

Episode One 

 

Sam and Mary’s large studio apartment (#86, incidentally), which includes a 

main room, a separate kitchen and a separate bathroom. It is night and SAM and 

MARY are in bed. 

 

SAM 

Mary. Mary, are you asleep? Mary. 

MARY 

Ah! / Ah! Ah! 

SAM 

What? What’s the matter? What’s the matter? It’s me! It’s me! 

MARY 

Is that you Sam? 
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SAM 

Yes! It’s me! 

MARY 

Oh. What do you want? 

SAM 

Well. I just wanted to ask you. Mary? Mary, are you asleep again? Mary. 

MARY 

Ah! / Ah! Ah! 

SAM 

What? What’s the matter? What’s the matter? It’s me! It’s me! 

MARY 

Is that you Sam? 

SAM 

Yes! It’s me! 

MARY 

Oh. 

SAM 

Who do you think it would be? 

MARY 

I would expect it to be you. Who else do I know that would wake me up in the middle of 

the night when I’m trying to sleep? 

SAM 

I want to ask you something. 

MARY 

Well what is it? 

SAM 

Do we have any leftover sausage? 

MARY 

Oh! Sausage! I have had it with your sausage. You’re always waking me up with your 

sausage. Why can’t you handle your sausage yourself and stop bothering me with it. It’s 

bad enough I have to serve sausage and eggs and bacon and hamburgers and milkshakes 
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and grease and FAT all day every day. You ask me to bring it home, too, and then you 

have to wake me up for it. I need to sleep, Sam. I need to sleep and to dream about more 

than sizzling meat and whether or not strange people would like “fries or potato salad 

with that.” When I hang up my apron at the end of the day, I want to leave it hanging 

there. Am I wearing an apron to bed? No, I’m wearing a nighty. I’m not your waitress, 

Sam, I’m your wife. You might not do anything all day but I do. And if you can’t sleep at 

night I’m sorry but that doesn’t mean you have to wake other people up, Sam. Sam? Sam, 

are you asleep? Sam. 

SAM 

Ah! / Ah! Ah! 

MARY 

What? What’s the matter? What’s the matter? It’s me! It’s me! 

SAM 

Is that you Mary? 

MARY 

Yes! It’s me! 

SAM 

Oh. What do you want? 

MARY 

I said, just because you’re not asleep doesn’t mean you have to wake other people up. 

SAM 

Then what are you waking me up for? 

MARY 

You wanted sausage. 

SAM 

Oh, did you get it? Thanks. 

MARY 

No I didn’t get it.  

SAM 

Well then what are you waking me up for? 

MARY 
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Sam, the only reason either of us are awake right now is because you wanted sausage. I 

am not going to be woken up in vain. Go get it. 

SAM 

Now wait a minute. 

MARY 

Why don’t you eat when you’re supposed to, Sam? It’s bad enough that after a long day 

at work slinging hash I have to come home and sling it for you too. You’re not working. 

You have all day. You could make us a gourmet meal. With vegetables! They’re good for 

you, Sam. But no, we can’t afford vegetables, and all you want is sausage, which is 

weird; nobody eats sausage at home. It’s diner food. And I hate it. It’s bad enough that I 

have to steal food from work so that we can have something on the table for dinner, the 

least you could do is eat it when I serve it to you. 

SAM 

You know why I don’t eat it when you serve it to me? Because by the time it’s put in 

front of me I’m already filled up to here with a heaping Sermon Appetizer. “Get a job 

Sam. Get out of the apartment Sam. Do something Sam.” Just because I’m unemployed 

doesn’t mean you can boss me around. I’m your husband. 

MARY 

Yeah, some husband. I have to sneak home the bacon AND fry it up, too. This isn’t the 

life I wanted, Sam. 

SAM 

Yeah well the life you wanted ended when Mary Tyler Moore started working for Mister 

Grant. Times have changed, Mary. Men don’t do all the work now.  

MARY 

You don’t do any work. 

SAM 

You think that makes me happy? Look. Look at this. You just look. Now watch this. 

 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, SAM crosses his leg and taps his knee and the leg 

kicks in reflex, as it should. 
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SAM 

See that? 

MARY 

What’s that? 

SAM 

A nervous tic. I have developed a nervous tic.  

MARY 

Sam. 

SAM 

I’m depressed Mary. I’m depressed. Do you understand? No, you don’t. You’re a woman 

with a job. You have no idea what it’s like to be an unemployed man. It means you’re 

nobody. When people meet you, they don’t ask what you believe in. They ask what you 

do. Your job. It’s who you are. You’re a waitress. 

MARY 

Pop the champagne. 

SAM 

At least it’s something. What do I have to pop the champagne about? How easy I’ve got 

it? Unemployed and living off my wife’s greasy tips? It’s embarrassing.  

MARY 

Then do something. (for the thousandth time:) Go to a temp agency. 

SAM 

Oh, forget I said a word. I don’t know why I even bother talking to you. You WANT to 

be unemployed.  

MARY 

What I want is to have at least one dress that isn’t either a waitress uniform or some thrift 

store rag, a NEW dress from an actual store with shoes that match. I want to get my hair 

done for once in my life. I want to come in from a day in the garden and put my feet up. I 

want to relax on weekends. I want normal things, Sam. I have been working since I was 

ten years old. 

SAM 

Oh, here we go with the biography. 
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MARY 

I took the paper route to the frozen food aisle and ended up stuck in a greasy spoon. THIS 

is the last Twenty-Five Years of my life, Sam. I DO want to be unemployed. I want to 

win the lottery. I want to kick my shoes off for good. I want to go on vacations. I want to 

sit on a porch. I want to stay at home all day. I want to cook a chicken for my husband 

and two kids. I want to be a wife and that’s it, just like wives used to be. 

SAM 

Yeah well that kind of wife died out a long time ago, Mary. But men are still men. When 

I talk to Albert about it HE understands. As an unemployed man himself, he understands. 

MARY 

Yes but Albert’s trying to do something about it. He’s an entrepreneur.  

SAM 

Albert picks up garbage at flea markets and out of people’s trashcans and sells it on Ebay. 

That’s not employment. That’s desperation.  

MARY 

It’s something. 

SAM 

It’s a hobby. 

MARY 

He’s making money at it. 

SAM 

Pff! 

MARY 

You shouldn’t be bothering Albert with your troubles anyway. The man is grieving. 

SAM 

Oh come on, his wife died a month ago and he’s already got some new lady hangin’ 

around. 

MARY 

Well there you go. Albert’s moved on. He got fired, lost his wife, now he’s already got a 

hobby and a new girlfriend. 

SAM 
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Oh forget it forget it just FORGET IT. I might as well KILL myself. I’m reading. 

MARY 

Sam, don’t talk like that. 

SAM 

I can read if I want to.  

MARY 

What are you going to read? 

SAM 

(for the thousandth time:) Hamlet. 

MARY 

That morbid BOOK? 

SAM 

It is not a morbid book, it’s Shakespeare. Don’t you know anything? 

MARY 

Every time you read that you get more depressed. You shouldn’t read that. 

SAM 

Mary. I can’t sleep. Just let me read. 

MARY 

Count sheep. 

SAM 

Mary, I’ll shoot myself! I swear to God! 

MARY 

Sam, now be quiet, you’re in no condition to shoot yourself. 

SAM 

Mary, I have a nervous tic! 

MARY 

Stop it Sam. 

SAM 

You’re pushin’ me!  

MARY 

Sam! 
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SAM 

Mary-! 

 

 The power sputters and goes out. 

 

SAM 

Oh. Great. Now they’ve turned our lights out. We can’t even afford to see anymore. You 

see, I might as well blow my own lights out! 

MARY 

Now Sam, I told you, no. They didn’t turn our lights out, I paid the bill. I paid the bill. 

…What’s happening to us? No one should have to live like this. …Okay, I’LL get the 

flashlight. Jeez. It’s under the bed isn’t it? Or in the kitchen? Do you know where it is, 

Sam? Ow. I’m not finding it here. I think we have some candles in the bathroom. 

 

 We hear a door close. 

 

MARY 

Sam. Did you hear that? I heard the bathroom door close. I think someone’s in the 

apartment. Sam I’m scared. Sam? Sam where are you? Sam! 

 

The power flickers back on.  

 

MARY 

Ah! Ah! 

 

SAM is gone. The bathroom door is closed and locked. 

 

MARY 

Sam? Sam, are you in there? Sam, come out. What are you doing? Hamlet. Oh no, Sam. 

Sam! It’s okay! Open the door! I’ll get you your sausage, Sam! And no sermon appetizer, 
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I promise! I’m sorry about your nervous tic, I know you’re depressed. I know it’s hard for 

you not having a job. You’ll find one, Sam! Sammy? …Sam!  

 

 MARY throws her shoulder against the door. 

 

MARY 

Ow. Okay. Help. Help. Who. Albert. Help. Sam?! Albert. 

 

Episode Two 

 

MARY runs out into the hall and bangs on the door across from hers (#69, 

incidentally). SHE looks back through her own door, then bangs again.  

 

MARY 

Albert! Albert I need you! 

 

The door opens and MARGARET steps out, dressed like a porn star in mid-shoot. 

 

MARGARET 

Who are you? 

MARY 

Oh. Hello. Where’s Albert? 

MARGARET 

Why do you want Albert at this time of night dressed like that?  

ALBERT 

(unseen) Margaret, who is it? 

MARGARET 

That’s what I want to know. 

 

ALBERT arrives in the doorway, also dressed as a porn star in mid-shoot and 

with a video camera in his hand. 
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ALBERT 

Oh, hello Mary.  

MARY 

Oh, Albert! 

MARGARET 

You know her? 

ALBERT 

No Margaret. Well yes. 

MARGARET 

Is she that other slut you’ve been with? 

ALBERT 

No, Margaret, you’re the only one. She’s not a slut, she’s my neighbor. This is Mary. 

Sam’s wife. Mary, this is Margaret. 

MARY 

Nice to meet you. 

MARGARET 

I see Sam all the time. I never see you with him. 

MARY 

I work all day. 

MARGARET 

What do you want with Albert? The man’s grieving, don’t you know? 

ALBERT 

Shhh, Margaret, she doesn’t want anything with me. 

MARY 

No, Albert, I need you. 

MARGARET 

Ah-ha. What for? 

ALBERT 

Nothing Margaret. Mary. Need me? What is it? What do you need? 

MARGARET 
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At this time of night. 

ALBERT 

At this time of night. 

MARY 

I need a man. 

MARGARET 

You need a cold shower. 

ALBERT 

Margaret. What for, Mary? 

MARY 

It’s Sam. 

ALBERT 

What about him? 

MARY 

I need you to break the bathroom door down and help me talk to him. 

ALBERT 

Break the door down? Talk to him? About what? What’s going on? 

MARY 

He’s not in his right mind. He’s locked himself in the bathroom. And while we were in 

bed he showed me his tic. 

ALBERT 

Isn’t that normal between a husband and wife? 

MARY 

Tic, Albert, tic. A nervous tic.  

ALBERT 

Oh, oh. 

MARY 

He’s very depressed. He reads Hamlet. I think he might do something desperate. 

ALBERT 

What am I supposed to do about it? 

MARY 
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You can talk to him. He’ll listen to you. You’re an unemployed man. 

ALBERT 

A self-employed man, thank you. 

MARY 

See, that’s what I told him but he doesn’t believe me. He’s been unemployed almost a 

year already and he’s ashamed to be living off his wife. Now please Albert come and get 

him out of the bathroom. He’s desperate! He’s libel to swallow a bottle of pills or slit his 

throat or shoot himself or god knows / what else! 

ALBERT 

Alright, alright. I’ll talk to him. Stay here. Here, take this. 

 

ALBERT hands the video camera off to MARGARET and then goes into Mary and 

Sam’s apartment. MARY and MARGARET stay behind in the hall. 

 

Episode Three 

 

 ALBERT knocks at the bathroom door in Mary and Sam’s apartment. 

 

ALBERT 

Sam? Sam, it’s me, Albert.  

SAM 

(in the bathroom) What do you want? 

ALBERT 

I want you to come out of there and talk to Mary. 

SAM 

Leave me alone! It’s none of your business. 

ALBERT 

Mary asked me to get you out of there, now come on out or I’m gonna break the door in. 

SAM 

Break the door in? 

ALBERT 



American Suicide v3 – Jackson 14 

Don’t do anything desperate Sam. 

SAM 

Go away! 

ALBERT 

Sam I’m gonna count to three. 

SAM 

Count as high as you like. 

ALBERT 

One. 

SAM 

Stop it. 

ALBERT 

Two. 

SAM 

Just leave me alone, will yuh? 

ALBERT 

Three! 

 

ALBERT busts in the door. We can hear SAM and ALBERT struggling and yelling 

at one another. MARY and MARGARET remain huddled in the front doorway. 

 

MARY 

Oh! 

SAM 

What the-?! Jesus Albert you broke the door! 

ALBERT 

Sam, what are you doing? Put that down! 

SAM 

Hey, get your own! It’s mine! Leave me alone! Hey! 

ALBERT 

It can’t be worth it, I tell yuh, whatever it is! Now just let me talk to you! 
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 SAM flies into the room with ALBERT holding on to him. 

 

MARY 

Sam! 

SAM 

Did you tell him to do this?! 

ALBERT 

Close the door Mary! I’ll handle it! 

SAM 

What’s the matter with you? 

MARY 

I couldn’t do it myself! 

SAM 

Well what’s the big idea? 

ALBERT 

Would you just close the door and let me handle it, Mary? 

 

MARY closes the door. SAM breaks away from ALBERT. 

 

SAM 

Now listen Albert! 

ALBERT 

No you listen, Sam!  

SAM 

Back off, I tell yuh, / just back off! 

ALBERT 

Okay okay! Okay. Just listen to me a minute will yuh? 

SAM 

What do you want? 

ALBERT 
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I want you to hand it over. 

SAM 

Hand what over? 

ALBERT 

Come on, I saw you sticking it in your mouth and I know you’ve got it in your pocket, 

now hand it over. 

SAM 

No, get your own. It’s mine. Is THAT why you busted in the door? For god sake! 

ALBERT 

Mary told me what you were up to and I didn’t believe it. Really, Sam, it can’t be worth 

it. 

SAM 

Exactly! So what are you breaking down the door for? For god sake! 

ALBERT 

Look, I know exactly what you’re going through. My dot com dream was about to come 

true and then all of a sudden, boom, it popped like bubblegum. Now my job is floating 

down the Ganges in India, but did I let that get me down? No! 

SAM 

What’s India got to do with me? 

ALBERT 

We’re living in the twenty-first century, Sam. Things change like THAT. You’ll see. 

They’ll change for you too. It’s the technological age, Sam, the age of enlightenment. 

SAM 

Oh yeah? And when they turn your lights out, then what age is it? The dark age. 

ALBERT 

Mary’s right. 

SAM 

About what? 

ALBERT 

You have been reading Hamlet.  

SAM 
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So what? 

ALBERT 

So, you’re thinking too much Sam. Too much but not too well. Don’t think, Sam. Work. 

SAM 

I can’t work. I don’t have a job. Nobody will hire me. 

ALBERT 

Nobody has to hire you. I told you. It’s the twenty-first century. Regular guys like us can 

make something out of life. I’m doing it. I got the Ebay thing going, me and my new lady 

are starting up a website, I’m making my own life.  

SAM 

Even though your wife died a month ago? You’re not depressed? 

ALBERT 

(shrugs, then:) No use crying over what’s dead and buried. You have to move on, Sam. 

You can too. Find something you want and do it, Sam. 

SAM 

…I know what I want. But I can’t do it by myself. 

ALBERT 

What is it? 

SAM 

No, you’ll just laugh. 

ALBERT 

Try me. 

SAM 

I’d like to be an actor. 

ALBERT 

An actor? 

SAM 

Yeah. Everybody likes you, and those actors make huge money. One big movie and 

you’re set for life. You never have to work again. 

ALBERT 

Well, yeah, but Sam you can’t just– 
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SAM 

Oh, oh, oh, yeah, okay, here it comes. “It’s not that easy Sam. Be sensible Sam! You’re 

no NAME OF CURRENT HOT MEDIOCRE ACTOR, Sam!” If I had a little 

encouragement maybe I COULD make it! You know how much I’d like to be an actor? 

So much my insides bust just thinking about it. Why if I were a great actor, a great big 

star… But stars don’t shine on me. No sir. Any star hanging over my head prob’ly died 

out a hundred years ago, and all I got left is a few thin beams of light just waiting to fade 

out, the end.  

ALBERT 

Oh come on, Sam, it can’t be that bad. Certainly not worth shooting yourself. 

SAM 

Who’s shooting himself? 

ALBERT 

You. 

SAM 

Me? Why? 

ALBERT 

Don’t you know? 

SAM 

I’m asking you. 

ALBERT 

Because you’ve been unemployed for almost a year and ashamed to be living off your 

wife. Really now isn’t that stupid, Sam? It’s the twenty-first century. 

SAM 

Mary told you that? 

ALBERT 

Now don’t get upset. 

SAM 

How dare she! That was a private matter between husband and wife. You’re not her 

husband! And you’re certainly not my wife! Now get out of here and leave me alone! 

ALBERT 
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Not until you give me that gun. 

SAM 

What gun? 

ALBERT 

I saw you sticking it in your mouth. 

SAM 

Oh that. If you don’t leave me alone I’ll stick it in YOUR mouth. 

ALBERT 

Now Sam. 

SAM 

Get out of here Albert! 

ALBERT 

Sam just listen to me one more minute. 

SAM 

I’m tired of listening to you. This time I’M gonna count to three and when I’m done you 

better bust through THAT door or I’ll pop you wide open! 

ALBERT 

Sam, think about what you’re saying! 

SAM 

(sticks his hand in his pocket) One!  

ALBERT 

Sam, don’t! 

SAM 

(braces himself) Two! 

ALBERT 

Okay! I’m going! I’m going! 

SAM 

Three! 
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ALBERT exits out the front door and slams it behind him. And on that SAM whips 

out a sausage from his pocket, pointing it like a gun at the door. SAM pretends to 

blow smoke from the barrel of his “gun” before biting the tip off. 

 

Episode Four 

 

As the dialogue of this episode commences, SAM stands thinking for a long 

moment. HE picks up his copy of Hamlet and stares at it. HIS expression furrows. 

HE gets a pen and paper and sits down to write something. The pen does not 

work. SAM digs up another pen, which doesn’t work either. HE digs up a third 

pen, also out of ink. SAM throws things aside looking for another pen and can’t 

find one. HE goes to the front door and listens to the others in the hall, thinks, 

looks at the kitchen doorway, then exits into the kitchen. 

 

 Meanwhile, out in the hallway: 

 

MARY 

What’s going on? 

ALBERT 

He’s off his rocker. He’s dangling over the edge. There’s just no talking to him. 

MARY 

Dangling over the edge? Where? 

ALBERT 

In there. 

MARY 

…WHAT’S he doing in there? 

ALBERT 

I don’t know, but he threatened to shoot me.  

MARY 

Shoot you? With what? 

ALBERT 
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His gun. 

MARY 

His gun? He has a gun? 

ALBERT 

I thought you knew that. 

MARY 

No. I thought he might take pills or cut himself, I didn’t know he actually had a gun. 

ALBERT 

Well he does and it’s in there with him. 

MARY 

Well we have to go in there. 

ALBERT 

Where the gun is? Think, Mary, think! 

MARY 

But he’s going to shoot himself and we have to stop him! I can’t do that by myself! You 

have to help me! He may already have done it and he could be lying in a pool of blood 

right now and we’re just standing here in the hallway doing nothing! Oh! Catch me! 

 

 MARY faints. 

 

MARGARET 

She’s fainted. Some neighbor. 

ALBERT 

Great. Now what do we do? 

MARGARET 

What about Sam? 

ALBERT 

The man has a gun, I’m not going back in there. 

MARGARET 

Well what are we going to do about her? 

ALBERT 
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Oh Jesus! Alright, look, you deal with her. Here, give me that. Stay back. 

 

ALBERT takes the video camera from MARGARET, who tends to the wilted 

MARY. ALBERT slowly cracks open the front door to Mary and Sam’s apartment 

and quietly slips the camera in so that he can see in the room. SAM has by now 

disappeared into the kitchen. 

 

MARGARET 

Can you see anything? 

ALBERT 

I don’t see him. But the place is a mess. …Sam, you in there? It’s me, Albert. I’m coming 

back in. Just don’t SHOOT ME, okay? …Sam, you hear me? Mary’s very upset and she’s 

fainted. We’re going to bring her in, okay? …Sam? 

 

ALBERT bursts through the doorway. Using the camera as his own “gun,” he 

checks under the bedspread as a cop might – ready to defend himself with his 

weapon – then, in the same manner, the bathroom, and finally the kitchen. 

 

ALBERT 

Sam? 

MARGARET 

Is he dead? 

ALBERT 

He’s not here. 

MARGARET 

What do you mean he’s not there? 

ALBERT 

Looks like he slipped out the kitchen window and down the fire escape. Put her down 

there, will yuh? 

 

 MARGARET drags MARY to the bed. 
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MARGARET 

Well. Here’s a familiar scenario. Why do I always have to carry the body? 

ALBERT 

Margaret. 

MARGARET 

Anything for you, Albert. 

 

 MARGARET throws MARY down on the bed. 

 

MARGARET 

So what do we do now? 

ALBERT 

(looking at Mary) I don’t know. Say… 

 

Looking at MARY spread out on the bed, ALBERT raises his camera to film her. 

 

MARGARET 

Albert! 

ALBERT 

You never know, it might come in handy. Ask any filmmaker worth his salt, he’ll tell 

you: be sure to get enough coverage.  

MARGARET 

You have plenty of coverage already. Of me. 

ALBERT 

I’m just gonna get a couple of shots. 

MARY 

Oh. Where am I? 

ALBERT 

Don’t worry, Mary, we’re all friends here. 

MARY 
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What’s going on? 

ALBERT 

You fainted, that’s all, just lay back. 

MARY 

What? I fainted? 

MARGARET 

Yes, and woke up just in time. 

MARY 

Just in time? For what? Where’s Sam? Is he dead? 

ALBERT 

Not yet. He slipped out the kitchen window. 

MARY 

Slipped out the kitchen window? But his pants are right here. He wouldn’t go out without 

his pants. 

ALBERT 

He doesn’t care about his pants, he’s suicidal. 

MARGARET 

Albert. 

MARY 

Oh! Now what am I going to do? 

ALBERT 

You’re going to encourage him to be an actor, that’s what you’re gonna do. 

MARY 

An actor? 

ALBERT 

He wants to be an actor. That’s what he said. It’s his big dream. Good luck to him. But if 

you encourage him and it lifts his spirits, great.  

MARY 

He’d be a terrible actor. 

ALBERT 
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Well you just tell him he’d be great. By the way, have you ever considered acting? I was 

just thinking while you were passed out on the bed– 

MARGARET 

–Albert. 

MARY 

That’s why he’s been reading Hamlet. Because he wants to be an actor. 

ALBERT 

Can’t hurt to humor him. He could use a good joke. And what have you got to lose? 

MARY 

I hope you’re right. But first I have to find him. Ah! There he is! 

 

SAM has entered through the front door. Caught off guard, ALBERT impulsively 

aims his camera like a gun. 

 

SAM 

You’re still here? 

MARY 

Sam! 

ALBERT 

What’d you do with that gun? 

SAM 

I ate it. 

MARGARET 

Oh come on, Albert, let’s leave them alone. 

ALBERT 

You’ll be alright, Mary? 

MARY 

Yes Albert. 

ALBERT 

Okay. 
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ALBERT and MARGARET exit, ALBERT with his camera at the ready should 

SAM actually not have eaten his gun. 

 

Episode Five 

 

MARY 

Albert said you have a gun. 

SAM 

It was a sausage. 

MARY 

Ah. Where’d you go? 

SAM 

The corner store. 

MARY 

Ah. What for? 

SAM 

All our pens are out of ink. 

MARY 

Ah. You gonna write something? 

 

 SAM has sat down to write with a pen from a new box of cheap pens. 

 

SAM 

Yep. 

MARY 

What are you going to write? 

SAM 

A letter. 

MARY 

Ah. To who? 

SAM 
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To the world, Mary. 

MARY 

Ah. What are you gonna say? 

SAM 

Mary? I’m trying to write. 

MARY 

I’m sorry I nagged at you Sam. I know you’re unhappy. I think maybe we need to spend 

some quality time together. Go on a date. Maybe see a movie or something. How about I 

look in the paper and see what’s playing, okay? 

 

SAM is doing his best to write and ignore MARY, who picks up a newspaper and 

turns to the entertainment section. The movie titles and weekend grosses she 

reads should come from whatever the most current highest grossing movies at the 

time of performance happen to be. 

 

MARY 

So, let’s see. Oh look, MOVIE TITLE #1 made $$$$ last weekend, so that sounds like it 

might be good. MOVIE TITLE #2 made $$$, that might be good too. Oh, here we go. 

MOVIE TITLE #3 has made $$$$$ to date! Can’t argue with that. That’s sure to be a 

good one. What do you think, Sam? 

 

 SAM crumples up his paper and starts afresh. 

 

MARY 

We haven’t been to a movie in a long time. Might be fun. Go to the movies? See some 

good acting? …Sam. Albert told me how you want to be an actor. 

SAM 

He told you? 

MARY 

Yes. And I think you’d be a great actor. 

SAM 
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Well nobody asked you. I can’t believe he told you that. Do you two tell each other 

everything? 

MARY 

No. 

SAM 

Can’t I have any privacy? Can’t you go to the bathroom and let me write in peace? 

MARY 

But I don’t have to go to the bathroom. 

SAM 

Mary, please, just go to the bathroom for five minutes. You can do it. I know you’ve got 

it in you. 

MARY 

I’ll go to the kitchen! 

SAM 

Fine! 

MARY 

…I love you, Sam. 

SAM 

(looks at her) I love you too. 

 

MARY goes to the kitchen and stops in the doorway. 

 

MARY 

If you really wanted to be an actor, I’d encourage you. 

 

 SAM and MARY stare at one another. MARY disappears into the kitchen. SAM 

stares after her, then looks out, then looks at his paper, then writes, then reads 

what he wrote, then writes again: 

 

SAM 

“No one… is… to blame…” 
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 SAM reads what he just wrote, then adds: 

 

SAM 

“Love… Sam.” 

 

SAM holds up the letter, looks at it, looks after MARY, looks out thinking, then 

neatly folds up the letter. 

 

Act Two 

 

Episode Six 

 

Sam and Mary’s apartment. A few days later. SAM enters with a book and sits 

down to read it. MARY is offstage in the kitchen. 

 

MARY 

What took you so long, Sam? I thought you were going to the corner. 

SAM 

I was, but I ran into this nice lady [fellow]. 

MARY 

What nice lady [fellow]? 

SAM 

Bolt Something. A traveling salesperson, I think. Like the Avon Lady. Lives out of her 

car. [LAST NAME Something. A traveling salesman, I think. Lives out of his car.] 

 

 MARY enters from the kitchen. 

 

MARY 

Where does she [he] live? 

SAM 
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Halfway down the block right now, but around the country I gather. 

MARY 

What’s she [he] selling? 

SAM 

Books, for one. Sold me this book here. Exactly what I needed. 

MARY 

What kinda book is it? 

SAM 

It’s called “How To Act,” by Mister Gus Harold. 

MARY 

Oh! 

SAM 

Yeah, listen to this. (the back cover) “In ‘How To Act,’ Gus Harold reveals his brilliant 

techniques that have worked miracles for the millions of stage and screen actors he has 

coached, beginners and stars alike.” That’s me. A beginning star. “Instead of yet another 

acting method, Harold offers a strategy based on the radically refreshing idea that acting 

is very simple. Just follow the advice in these pages, and your dreams of stardom can 

come true.” 

MARY 

Oooo! 

SAM 

“To become the actor you want to be tomorrow, read ‘How To Act’ today.” 

MARY 

Great, Sam! 

SAM 

There you have it. “How To Act.” Now it says it’s simple, but simple and easy are two 

different things, Mary. If I’m going to be a big movie actor I’m going to need to take this 

seriously. 

MARY 

That’s right. 

SAM 
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Do my research. So let’s see what I have to do. (opens the book) “How To Act. Chapter 

One… Don’t act.” Hear that? I was wrong. Simple IS easy! Mary, hang up that apron 

once and for all; your hash slinging days are as good as over. We’re gonna be rich. Pretty 

soon you’re gonna be reading my weekend grosses in the paper. 

MARY 

But Sam, you haven’t really learned how to act yet. 

SAM 

Oh come on it’s easy, you don’t even have to do anything, it says right here. 

MARY 

But that’s just the title of the first chapter. You haven’t even read it yet. 

SAM 

Mary. It’s a summation. 

MARY 

But maybe you should take a little more time to– 

SAM 

–More time? I don’t have time to take more time. This is the technological age, Mary. 

You take more time and someone else is gonna beat you to it in half a double click.  

MARY 

But that’s computers and things, Sam, this is acting. 

SAM 

Acting’s come a long way, too, Mary. This is the twenty-first century. You gotta catch 

up. 

MARY 

I just think that maybe– 

SAM 

Are you trying to discourage me from being an actor? 

MARY 

No! 

SAM 

I just started, Mary! Give me two seconds, at least!  

MARY 
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No, Sam, of course. 

SAM 

Or maybe you don’t want me to become a big movie star because then I’LL be bringing 

home the bacon, and you won’t be able to fry it up in your marinade of martyrdom, is that 

it? 

MARY 

No, Sam. 

SAM 

It’s not as if I’ve never contributed anything. Who bought this bed? And that chair? And 

look, look. 

 

 SAM runs into the kitchen and returns with a cereal bowl. 

 

MARY 

Sam, you’re overacting. 

SAM 

Who bought these fancy cereal bowls? Huh? I did. And when they’re all broken will you 

have the means to buy a new set of fancy cereal bowls? 

MARY 

Of course, Sam.  

SAM 

Oh really? 

 

SAM throws down the cereal bowl and it shatters. HE immediately darts into the 

kitchen and returns just as quickly with a coffee cup.  

 

MARY 

Sam! Look what you did! 

SAM 

And what about coffee cups? Will you have enough to buy more coffee cups? 

MARY 
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Yes, Sam, of course. 

 

SAM throws down the coffee cup and it shatters. HE immediately darts into the 

kitchen and returns just as quickly with a plate.  

 

MARY 

Sam! What are you–? 

SAM 

And how about these plates, Mary? Will you have enough to buy these? 

MARY 

No, I won’t! 

SAM 

I thought not. That means there’s just one thing for me to do. Now get out of here and 

give me some peace so I can do it. 

MARY 

No! Don’t do it, Sam. 

SAM 

DON’T do it? 

MARY 

Please don’t do it! 

SAM 

Ah, so now it comes out, plain as day. Don’t do it, she says. Just don’t do it. Well I am 

going to do it, you’ll see, but I need some peace and quiet, so you take a walk. 

MARY 

No, Sam, please, you’ll be a great actor. 

SAM 

Yeah yeah yeah! Too late for that missy! 

MARY 

I didn’t mean to discourage you, Sam, really I didn’t! 
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But SAM has now succeeded in shoving MARY out the door and into the hallway. 

HE locks the door. 

 

MARY 

Please don’t do it Sam! 

SAM 

I’ll do it. I’ll show her. Wait’ll she sees me up in lights. 

MARY 

Sam? 

SAM 

Let’s see. “How To Act.” (opens the book)  

MARY 

Sam, can you hear me? 

SAM 

Oh! (to himself:) Yes. Me and the neighbors both. 

 

SAM exits into the bathroom. 

 

MARY 

Sam? I think you’ll be a really great actor. Don’t do anything rash, Sam. Sam? 

 

SAM returns from the bathroom with big wads of cotton in his ears. HE picks up 

his acting book again. 

 

SAM 

Okay. So. “Exercises for Acting Shakespeare.” (flips to it) Ah. “Exercise One. To 

develop a clear understanding of Shakespeare’s text, try putting it into your own words.” 

Oh. Good idea. 

MARY 

Sam? 
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SAM picks up his copy of Hamlet and flips to a certain page. SAM holds the book 

up to the side where he can refer to it while also striking an actorly pose and 

trying to act out to an audience. When SAM speaks, he projects as he assumes he 

should. MARY can hear him somewhat and listens desperately through the door. 

 

SAM 

Should I, or shouldn’t I? That’s my question. 

MARY 

What? Sam? What’d you say? 

SAM 

Is it really such a good idea to put up with stuff? Or should I do something to end it? 

Dying might simply be like sleeping – and by that I mean taking a break from depression 

and hard knocks. Boy I sure do wish for that! Death! 

MARY 

Oh! 

SAM 

The big sleep!  

MARY 

No Sam. 

SAM 

The big dream! Ah HA. There’s the kicker! When I’m dead what kind of crazy 

nightmares will I have then? Huh? That’s the bit that makes a tragedy of living. I mean, 

why would anyone put up with life’s trials and tribulations, with oppressive people, 

proud men’s costumes, lost love, the justice system that takes forever, rude office 

workers, and insults against the poor, when he could just slit his own throat? 

MARY 

Oh! Sam, no! 

SAM 

Why carry all that baggage and get all sweaty trying to live life? I’ll tell yuh why. 

Because we’re scared. We’re scared of what might happen after death, that unknown 

land. No one ever comes back. It’s confusing. Better to live with what I got than take on 
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God knows what. I’m a coward. I think too much and don’t do anything. And those big 

hopes, those dreams, get washed away by all this thinking, and they never come true. 

MARY 

(crying) Sam, Sam, Sam… 

 

 MARY slinks down to the floor outside. SAM pulls the cotton out of his ears. 

 

SAM 

Albert said it. “Don’t think. Work.” I have to do something. I have to make it happen. My 

life. 

 

 SAM sits down, mesmerized by his revelation. 

 

Episode Seven 

 

 Out in the hallway, ALBERT finds MARY crying on the floor. 

 

ALBERT 

Mary, what are you doing on the floor? It’s filthy. 

MARY 

Oh Albert, I discouraged Sam. It was an accident. Now he’s locked himself in there and 

he’s really going to do it, if he hasn’t already. 

ALBERT 

Do what? 

MARY 

Kill himself! 

ALBERT 

Again? (beat) Listen Mary, I’ve been thinking about this and I’ve got an idea that just 

might work. 

MARY 

You do? 
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ALBERT 

He’ll never be an actor. He needs to shoot for something more realistic. Let me talk to 

him. Sam? Sam, you in there? Open up, it’s me, Albert. I got an idea that I think you’ll 

like. 

SAM 

What is it?  

ALBERT 

Let me in and I’ll pitch it to you. 

 

Episode Eight 

 

SAM opens the door and ALBERT and MARY come in. MARY runs to SAM and 

hugs him. 

 

MARY 

Oh! Sam! You’re alive! You’re alive! 

SAM 

Of course I am, Mary. 

ALBERT 

Now just listen, Sam, and don’t give me any trouble about it this time. 

SAM 

What is it? 

ALBERT 

I was thinking about what you said the other night. 

SAM 

I was just thinking about what you / said. 

ALBERT 

Now hear me out, Sam. You need a purpose.  

SAM 

Yes! 

ALBERT 
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You need to do something. 

SAM 

Exactly! 

ALBERT 

And I think I can help you. 

SAM 

You can? 

ALBERT 

That’s right. Now, you know how I sell things on ebay. 

SAM 

Yeah. 

ALBERT 

I make out pretty good. 

SAM 

Sure. 

ALBERT 

Enough to get by, anyway. And I bought all that new video equipment, too. 

MARY 

You see, Sam. 

SAM 

Yes / Mary. 

ALBERT 

Now listen, Sam. I was thinking about you wanting to commit suicide, and that got me 

thinking about suicide in general, and how romantic people think it is until they go and 

try it themselves. 

SAM 

Well you don’t have to / worry about– 

ALBERT 

Now just hear me out, Sam. If you really are serious about this suicide business, you 

might as well make it a business. Now my first thought was, auction it off on ebay. 

SAM 
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Auction it off? 

ALBERT 

Yeah. Commit your suicide in the name of the winning bidder. 

MARY 

What? 

ALBERT 

But I looked into it and that sort of thing just wouldn’t fly with the ebay people. A guy 

tried to auction off a kidney once and it didn’t go down too well. So then I got to 

thinking. We don’t need ebay. We can do up our own website.  

SAM 

A website? 

ALBERT 

Yeah. Pictures of you. A daily suicide note blog. Maybe some links to a Mary page. You 

know, make it personal. And: instead of an auction, we make it a raffle. People get to 

know you, they begin to feel invested, like they’ve got a stake in you, a real connection. 

They start buying raffle tickets, and the price shoots up in half a double click. 

SAM 

The price of what? 

ALBERT 

Your big moment! Your Grand Finale! We set a date and a time, you see. Let’s say 

midnight on a particular day. As the time draws near we keep upping the price. So the 

earlier you buy the better. As the tension mounts, it gets more expensive. Then, at 

midnight on the appointed day, we announce the lucky winner! 

SAM 

And I commit suicide. 

ALBERT 

If you’re going to do it anyway, why not put it to good use? Give Mary a nice big nest 

egg? Some security? A good future, Sam. One that you earned. 

 

 MARY looks at SAM. SAM looks at MARY, then back to ALBERT. 
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SAM 

I don’t know Albert. It sounds a little funny. 

ALBERT 

It’s a website. Everybody has a website. And people around the world are clicking 

through them all night long. And if they work in an office, all day too. It’s a huge 

audience. Bigger than any theater can hold, Sam. Reach more people, make more money. 

MARY 

How much money? 

ALBERT 

Sky’s the limit long as we do it up right. 

 

 MARY thinks about that, looks at SAM. SAM stands uncertainly. 

 

SAM 

Well. I don’t know. What about my acting career? 

ALBERT 

Oh come on, Sam! You know how long it can take for an actor to make it? Five, ten years 

sometimes. Most never make it at all, just pound the pavement ‘til they drop. Acting’s a 

tough business. But technology, Sam. We’ll make a celebrity of you like THAT! Think 

of it as e-theater. With you playing out the story of your life, your LIFE, for all the world 

to see. They’ll eat it up like popcorn, I guarantee it. An average Joe. Someone we can all 

identify with. A pretty wife. Then suddenly: stardom! Drama! And a spectacular end! 

That’s ancient stuff. Shakespearean. Greek, even. Sam. It’s the role of a lifetime! 

 

 SAM thinks. MARY and ALBERT wait in anticipation. 

 

SAM 

I’ll try Hamlet first. See how that goes. I have to at least give it a shot. 

ALBERT 

I understand. Gotta get it out of your system. Well, just an idea. A million more where 

that came from. But if you change your mind, you know where to find me.  
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MARY 

Thank you, Albert. 

ALBERT 

Talk to him Mary. This could be big. 

MARY 

You really think so? 

ALBERT 

Of course. 

MARY 

You don’t think it’s a little weird? 

ALBERT 

Mary, people want to see something spectacular. And they want it to be real. We’d just 

be giving them what they want, that’s all. 

MARY 

Right. 

ALBERT 

Good luck. 

 

ALBERT is gone. MARY turns and looks at SAM. SAM looks at her. MARY smiles. 

SAM picks up his copy of Hamlet and begins to practice his acting. 

 

SAM 

Should I, or shouldn’t I. That’s my question. 

 

 As SAM begins his soliloquy, MARY noisily sweeps up the dishes, then exits. 

 

Epsiode Nine 

 

A casting office. As the set changes, SAM is still delivering his monologue. 

BARBARA, a casting director, and MAX are watching him. BARBARA should cut 

him off once the set has fully changed. 
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SAM 

Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, or 

to take arms against a sea of troubles and by opposing end them. To die – to sleep, no 

more; and by a sleep to say we end the heartache and the thousand natural shocks that 

flesh is heir to: ‘tis a consummation devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep; to sleep, 

perchance to dream – ay, there’s the rub: for in that sleep of death what dreams may 

come, when we have shuffled off this mortal coil, must give us pause – there’s the respect 

that makes calamity of so long life. For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, th’ 

oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, the pangs of dispriz’d love, the law’s 

delay, the insolence of office, and the spurns that patient merit of th’ unworthy takes, 

when he himself might his quietus make with a bare bodkin? Who would farts bear, to 

grunt and sweat under a weary life, but that the dread of something after death, the 

undiscover’d country, from whose bourn no traveler returns, puzzles the will, and makes 

us rather bear those ills we have than fly to others that we know not of? Thus conscience 

does make cowards of us all, and thus the native hue of resolution is sicklied o’er with the 

pale cast of thought, and enterprises of great pitch and moment with this regard their 

currents turn awry and lose the name of action. 

BARBARA 

Thank you, Sam. 

MAX 

Yeah thanks Sam. That was terrible. Do you have anything more contemporary? 

SAM 

Contemporary? 

MAX 

Yeah, you know, new? Not four hundred years old? 

SAM 

Was it really that terrible? 

MAX 
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Sam, you called us, so I know you read the ad. “Independent film.” “Contemporary 

drama.” “Modern young man who speaks like an actual person.” Does that say 

Shakespeare to you? 

SAM 

Shakespeare’s language is actually very modern. He’s our contemporary. 

MAX 

Look, I don’t want to debate Bardology with you. I’m making a movie, okay? That 

means real people who speak a lingo that other real people can actually comprehend. 

SAM 

I could do it again and put it in my own words.  

MAX 

I don’t think so.  

SAM 

You don’t understand. This could be my big break. Just give me a chance. I really want to 

be an actor, Mister Maxwell. Was I really that bad? 

MAX 

Don’t take it so hard. But take my card. In my spare time I offer private acting lessons. 

Right now you’re terrible, but I see something in you that I’d like to help bloom. 

SAM 

Really? 

BARBARA 

Max, you’re not allowed to do that. 

MAX 

The kid needs help, I’m helping the kid out. 

BARBARA 

You can’t sell acting lessons to actors you don’t hire. I could get in trouble with the 

unions, Max. You want to help this kid out, help him out the door. 

MAX 

Barbara relax. Don’t worry about Barbara. She used to be an actress, now she’s a casting 

agent. You can imagine the bitterness. Gimme a jingle and I’ll see if I can squeeze you in. 

SAM 
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I gotta be honest with you, I can’t afford acting lessons. 

MAX 

We’ll work something out.  

SAM 

That’s why I need this job. 

MAX 

Well I’m sorry Sam but you’re a terrible actor. And I need someone who can carry his 

own against Chloe Banks. 

SAM 

Who? 

BARBARA 

See. 

MAX 

Chloe Banks! She’s the next big thing! 

BARBARA 

She flashed her thing in the pan a long time ago. 

MAX 

A year ago. 

BARBARA 

In Hollywood years that’s a lifetime. 

MAX 

She’s making a comeback. 

BARBARA 

She’s making a mistake. 

MAX 

Barbara, darling, you know how much I love you. But on this point you are wrong. This 

picture is gonna rocket Chloe Banks back into the firmament.   

BARBARA 

I thought Chloe Banks was supposed to rocket this picture into the Weinstiens’ peripheral 

vision. 

MAX 
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(stressed) Barbara!  

BARBARA 

You don’t have a producer, Max.  

MAX 

I’m workin’ on it! 

BARBARA 

You don’t even have a screenplay.  

MAX 

It’s all up here, baby. 

BARBARA 

If I didn’t feel sorry for you, you wouldn’t even have a casting agent. 

MAX 

Baby, be sweet to Daddy. Need I remind you how far we go back? 

BARBARA 

Too far. 

MAX 

Not too far for me to forget cleaning up your puke when you were still a drunken actress 

screwing every producer who still never gave you job. 

BARBARA 

Much appreciated. So what can you do for me now? 

MAX 

Plenty. I know everybody who knows somebody. 

BARBARA 

Which means you’re nobody. 

MAX 

Barbara! I gotta get this picture done if I have to kill myself doin’ it. What else have I 

got? Now come on, Barbara, who’s next? 

BARBARA 

He’s it. 

MAX 

What do you mean he’s it? He called us! Who’d you call? 
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BARBARA 

My entire Rolodex. Nobody’s interested. 

MAX 

What? Did you tell them that Max Maxwell was directing this picture? 

BARBARA 

Yep. 

 

 After a beat, MAX puts his face in his hands. 

 

SAM 

What am I gonna do? I failed. How am I gonna tell Mary? 

MAX 

Why are you still here? 

SAM 

I might as WELL kill myself. 

MAX 

Ah jeez. Method actor. 

 

 Suddenly CHLOE BANKS sails into the room. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Max? 

MAX 

Chloe! Baby! What a surprise. What happened to later this week? 

CHLOE BANKS 

You said later this week months ago, Max. If you really want me to sign on to this picture 

I need some guarantees. I’m fielding offers left and right and you know how it goes when 

opportunity knocks. 

BARBARA 

Opportunity’s knocking? 

CHLOE BANKS 
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Let’s just say my window’s open but I’m getting chilly. 

MAX 

Chloe, with your name on this picture we’re gonna incite us a bidding war, trust me. 

CHLOE BANKS 

And who’s my leading man? 

MAX 

You’re leading man? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Hello! A leading man! As far as I’m aware I’m still the only other person besides you 

signed on to this picture. Now have you found me a leading man or haven’t you? 

MAX 

Now, Chloe– 

CHLOE BANKS 

–Because if you haven’t I’ve got those other offers I’m fielding left and right and though 

I’d sure like to help you out and give something back to the Indies, I’ve got a big career 

to think about. You show me my leading man or I’m walking! 

 

 MAX bursts with hysterical laughter to cover hysterical panic, then: 

 

MAX 

Don’t lace up your pretty boots just yet, baby. Your timing is too good. Through the 

genius of Barbara Norton, casting agent to the gods, we have just found and signed THE 

leading man of leading men. Chloe Banks, it is my pleasure to introduce you to Sam-? 

SAM 

Yes? Yes! Sam! Sam Small. Very nice to meet you. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Charmed. I’ve never heard of you. 

SAM 

Oh that’s okay, I’ve never heard of you / either 

MAX 

Sam is a big fan of your work, Chloe, a big big fan. 
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CHLOE BANKS 

But who is he? You said he was the leading man of leading men, why have I never heard 

of him? 

MAX 

He’s the next big thing. 

CHLOE BANKS 

The next big thing? 

BARBARA 

He’s making a comeback. 

MAX 

He’s done a lot of work in the theater, haven’t you Sam. That’s why you’ve never heard 

of him. But you drop his name on Broadway and a thousand stage door Jennies will fall 

all over themselves trying to pick it up. He’s hot stuff I tell yuh. And we’re getting to him 

first. 

 

 CHLOE BANKS looks at SAM. SAM smiles nervously. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

What plays have you appeared in on Broadway, Sam? 

SAM 

What plays? On Broadway? Oh, there’ve been so many I can’t remember. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Do you have a website? Or do they not have websites in the theater? 

SAM 

Website? Oh, yeah, of course. I’ve had a website for years. 

CHLOE BANKS 

WWW dot…? 

SAM 

Oh. I don’t know. My people take care of it for me. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Your people?! Well. Then I’ll just have to Google you. 
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CHLOE BANKS flirtatiously pokes SAM in the stomach and HE laughs just a bit 

too hard. 

 

MAX 

Okay well I’m glad we were able to get you two kids together. I don’t want to keep you 

from that important lunch date, Sam. 

SAM 

Lunch date? 

MAX 

Sam’s always having lunch with one director or another these days. But guess who got to 

him first? Huh? Huh? 

 

MAX and SAM laugh together as MAX pokes chummily at SAM. 

 

MAX 

Okay, bye now Sam, we’ll call you.  

SAM 

Oh. Oh! Okay! Thanks! Thanks so much! Bye. Goodbye Miss Banks. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Goodbye Sam. Can’t wait to click on you. 

SAM 

Oh, the website. Yeah. Have fun with that. Bye. 

MAX 

Bye bye now. 

 

MAX closes the door, shutting SAM out, then turns to CHLOE BANKS, smiles 

broadly with his arms outstretched. SAM, meanwhile, dashes home. 

 

Episode Ten 
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The hallway between Sam and Albert’s apartments. SAM dashes up to ALBERT’S 

door and knocks on it repeatedly.   

 

ALBERT 

(unseen) Alright alright I’m coming! 

 

ALBERT opens the door wearing another porn outfit, a cop, and with his video 

camera in hand. SAM gets another knock or two in mid-air before stopping. 

 

SAM 

Oh! 

ALBERT 

Jesus!  

SAM 

Albert! 

ALBERT 

Where’s the fire, Sam? 

SAM 

(thrown) What? Fire? 

ALBERT 

What do you need so badly that you’re knocking my door down? Margaret and I are 

trying to work. 

SAM 

Oh. I’m sorry to interrupt. I gotta big favor to ask of you Albert. 

ALBERT 

What is it? 

SAM 

You remember that website idea you had? 

ALBERT 

Yeah. 

SAM 
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And how you said you could do it up? 

ALBERT 

Yeah. 

SAM 

Well I just got signed on to a big motion picture only I told them I have a website and 

now the leading lady is gonna Google me so I need that website up as soon as possible 

can you do it? 

ALBERT 

Whoa, back up, you got signed on to a what? 

SAM 

A movie, a movie, Albert! That audition, I got it. I’m playing opposite Chloe Banks. 

ALBERT 

Who? 

SAM 

Chloe Banks! She’s the next big thing, AND she’s making a comeback. I’m her leading 

man. But she’s gonna Google me and I told her I had a website so I need one, fast. She 

could be googling me right now. 

ALBERT 

So you want a fan site, like for an actor.  

SAM 

Yes. 

ALBERT 

But you’ve never acted in anything. What am I supposed to put on it?  

SAM 

I don’t know, make something up. The director of the movie, Max Maxwell, have you 

heard of him? Max Maxwell? He told her I’d acted in a bunch of theater plays on 

Broadway. So just make up a list of plays I’ve done. Hamlet. Put Hamlet on it. 

Everyone’s heard of that. Please say you’ll do it, Albert. This is my big chance. 

ALBERT 

I don’t know; it’s a lot of work Sam.  

SAM 
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I’ll pay you. 

ALBERT 

With what? 

SAM 

With all the money I’m gonna make from the movie. 

ALBERT 

Uh-huh. Did you say that was an audition you went to or a cocktail bar? 

SAM 

An audition, which I got, so now I’m starring opposite Chloe Banks the next big thing 

and I need a website. Everyone’s got a website, Albert, you said so yourself. And you 

said you could do it now I’m asking you, / please. 

ALBERT 

Alright alright I’ll do it. 

SAM 

You will? You will! Oh! Great! Great! Thanks so much, Albert. Of course I can’t pay 

you right away, but I will, I will Albert, when those weekend grosses start rolling in! 

ALBERT 

Okay, Sam. 

SAM 

Okay, you get started, I gotta go wait by the phone. Mister Maxwell said he’d be calling 

me and I don’t want to miss that call. 

 

 SAM hugs ALBERT and leaves. 

 

SAM 

Thank you Albert! 

ALBERT 

Okay, good enough. 

 

 SAM runs into his apartment and ALBERT closes his door. 
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ALBERT 

Jeez. 

 

 ALBERT turns to exit into his apartment, revealing that he’s wearing butt-less 

 chaps. 

 

Episode Eleven 

 

Sam and Mary’s apartment. SAM is sitting, staring at the phone expectantly. He 

looks at the clock, the dial of which is rotating in time-lapse, then back to the 

phone. SAM begins to slouch with worry. Eventually his mind starts to wander 

into some very concerned imaginings. And finally he falls to a very dejected 

place. There is a knock at the door. 

 

SAM 

Albert. 

 

 SAM goes to the door and opens it. 

 

SAM 

Did you finish it? Oh. Hello. 

GIGI BOLT 

Hello, Sam, remember me? Gigi Bolt, executive director, Theater Communications 

Group. 

SAM 

Yeah, the Avon Lady [traveling salesman]. 

GIGI BOLT 

I suppose that’s one way to put it. 

SAM 

Theater Communications Group? 

GIGI BOLT 
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I represent the American theater.  

SAM 

Oh. Say, do you know the names of any Broadway plays? 

GIGI BOLT 

A few. 

SAM 

Maybe you could write them down for me. 

GIGI BOLT 

Of course. Mind if I come in? Tell me, how’s that acting career coming along? 

SAM 

Pretty well. At least I think so. I’m actually waiting for a call about an audition. 

GIGI BOLT 

Ah, the life of the actor. It’s a tough profession, the theater. Why do we do it, Sam?  

SAM 

To make money. 

GIGI BOLT 

No. We do it because we have to. We MUST. I travel all over the country, Sam, speaking 

to government officials, boards of trustees, Elks lodges and other rich people. And I tell 

them. The theater is as vital as blood and oxygen. The theater is like a heart and lungs 

giving life to the soul. I believe that, Sam. And yet I come to you today as a dying woman 

[man]. I come to you in the name of the American theater.  

SAM 

Oh. Why me? 

GIGI BOLT 

Just after we met the other day, I found this note in the gutter next to my car. 

SAM 

What note? Oh, that note. 

GIGI BOLT 

“No one is to blame. Love, Sam.” Oh Sam. Is that Sam you, Sam? 

 

 GIGI BOLT hands SAM the note. 
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SAM 

Sam. I am. It is. It was. But like I said I’m waiting for a phone call about this audition I 

had for a movie. 

GIGI BOLT 

A movie! Oh Sam, not you as well.  

SAM 

What? 

GIGI BOLT 

Another actor lost to the dream factory. It’s true, Sam, there is a lot of money to be made 

in movies. But in the end, is it really worth it? Is life really about money? 

SAM 

Yeah. 

GIGI BOLT 

Sam, I wonder if you fully comprehend your situation. Permit me, in the name of the 

American theater, to explain it to you, you, who came to me so hopeless, so ignorant, so 

filled with despair. And what did I give you? 

SAM 

A book. 

GIGI BOLT 

An education. About what? 

SAM 

Acting. 

GIGI BOLT 

That sacred art! That priesthood. That noble profession so easily perverted by greed and 

ambition. What has our world come to, Sam? Why you, even you, an average Joe in 

pursuit of happiness, how quick you were to charge down Macbeth’s bloody path of 

ambition, desperate for fame and fortune.  

SAM 

Yes! 

GIGI BOLT 
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Yet what are fame and fortune, Sam, but the fleeting image of a swollen apple dangling 

from the silver screen, or flickering for a few seconds across five hundred of the same 

channel. Just an illusion. Life today is projected, transmitted, downloaded, but no longer 

lived. We have forgotten how to live. This is why you want to take your life.  

SAM 

It is? 

GIGI BOLT 

Yes! So tear up that note, Sam, and write another. Write it with the blood of your heart 

and the wind of your lungs. Write it to set your soul free. Write that you take your life in 

the name of the American theater, that temple of the soul. And like a bright light in the 

dark you will awaken that great slumbering audience– 

 

GIGI BOLT steps to the edge of the stage and addresses the audience, an action 

that seems to perplex SAM greatly. 

 

–the American people, who between fistfuls of popcorn and onslaughts of ad campaigns 

have sold their souls to the dream factory. Your death will be the drum that calls them out 

of their lonely multiplexes and flickering living rooms and back to the theater, where they 

can experience life as it was meant to be: live! 

SAM 

What are you doing? 

GIGI BOLT 

I’m breaking the fourth wall, Sam. 

SAM 

(confused) The what? 

GIGI BOLT 

It’s a theatrical convention, Sam, don’t worry about it.  

SAM 

Well it totally pulled me out of what you were saying. 

 

 GIGI BOLT grabs SAM by the shoulders. 
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GIGI BOLT 

Sam, I envy you. 

SAM 

You do? 

GIGI BOLT 

I’d kill to make such a dramatic final exit as yours. But I’ve got my own part to play. 

SAM 

What part is that? 

GIGI BOLT 

Think of me as Horatio to your Hamlet. And after your death, I’ll sum up your tragic tale 

to all the bit players in a soliloquy worthy of their tax dollars. I will explain to them why 

the American theater is central to their lives.  

SAM 

Well, if you have to explain it to them– 

GIGI BOLT 

Not just have to, Sam. I MUST. Right now, in fact. I’m speaking to the Association of 

Wealthy Widows at a luncheon across town and I’ve got to go. So what do you say, Sam? 

If you’d like I can write the note for you. I’ll even have it printed in American Theater 

magazine, with your photograph featured on the cover.  

SAM 

My photo on a magazine cover? 

GIGI BOLT 

How does that grab you? 

SAM 

Well that grabs me good. 

GIGI BOLT 

Grand! Well, I don’t want to keep those wealthy widows waiting. I’ll write up that note 

and be in touch. Oh, you don’t have any extra change do you? I have to feed the meter. 

SAM 

Oh, sure. It’s my wife’s, but, she won’t mind. 
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 SAM gives GIGI BOLT some change. 

 

GIGI BOLT 

Tell her it’s a donation. I’ll see if I can have her name put on the passenger seat. Sam, in 

the name of life, the soul, and the American theater, I applaud you. 

 

GIGI BOLT applauds SAM. For a long time. Too long. Then SHE exits, closing 

the door behind her. SAM is alone. 

 

SAM 

Gosh. My photo on the cover of American Theater magazine. That would be good 

publicity. And the soul is important. I wonder if anyone reads American Theater 

magazine. 

 

Episode Twelve 

 

SAM 

Oh! I forgot to get the names of those Broadway plays! 

 

  SAM runs to the door and opens it, revealing CHLOE BANKS. 

 

SAM 

Miss Bolt! Oh. Chloe Banks. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Hello Sam. 

SAM 

Hi. 

CHLOE BANKS 

May I come in? 

SAM 
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Sure. Uh, what are you doing here? 

CHLOE BANKS 

I need to talk to you, Sam. 

SAM 

You googled me didn’t you? I can explain. 

CHLOE BANKS 

I didn’t google you Sam. Max came clean. He told me that you’re a terrible actor and a 

nobody and very desperate. 

SAM 

He did? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Yea-uh. He told me you had even said you might as well kill yourself, is that right? 

SAM 

I did say that. 

CHLOE BANKS 

(smiling) Mmm. Well don’t you worry, Sam. I told Max that you are the only leading 

man for me. 

SAM 

You did? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Of course. You’re very handsome. One look and I knew, you’re just what I need. 

SAM 

(awkwardly) Thanks. 

CHLOE BANKS 

I’ll be honest with you, Sam. Max Maxwell is so washed up. Years ago he made a splash 

at (mildly French:) Cannes.  

SAM 

Where? 

CHLOE BANKS 

(very French:) Cannes. 

SAM 
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Where? 

CHLOE BANKS 

(entirely American:) Cannes. For his next picture he commanded the biggest budget in 

town, and it sucked. Then it was just one gobble gobble after another. Now even the 

operator won’t answer his calls. I only agreed to star in his little picture to help the poor 

man out and give something back to the Indies. 

SAM 

Well that’s very nice of you. Especially considering all those other offers you’re fielding. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Uh huh. 

 

 CHLOE BANKS bursts in sobs. 

 

SAM 

What’s the matter? What happened? 

CHLOE BANKS 

You see right through me, don’t you? 

SAM 

No, no. 

CHLOE BANKS 

There are no other offers. No offers, no magazine covers, no trespassing paparazzi. I 

agreed to do Max Maxwell’s picture because I was desperate. I’d have taken anything. I 

used to be somebody. You should have seen me back then, Sam. I was so young, so 

naive. So full of promise. Twenty-one years old and I was the next big thing. Everybody 

said so. Now I’m twenty-two and just another falling star.  

SAM 

Oh. 

CHLOE BANKS 

No, no, don’t try to kiss me, Sam.  

SAM 

Oh, no, I wasn’t– 
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CHLOE BANKS 

It would be so easy, wouldn’t it, so romantic, I know, to fall into one another’s arms and 

kiss each other madly through my tears.  

SAM 

It would, yes. 

CHLOE BANKS 

I need you, Sam. 

SAM 

You do? 

CHLOE BANKS 

There’s something that binds us, Sam, something we both want. Do you feel it? 

SAM 

I think I do. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Try to feel what you want, Sam. 

SAM 

Really? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Yes. 

 

SAM grabs CHLOE BANKS, his hands grappling her butt. SHE is a bit surprised, 

but goes with it. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Oh! Sam. Careful. That’s three thousand dollars you’re feeling. 

SAM 

Oh, sorry. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Three thousand dollars needs to be handled very carefully. 

SAM 

I’ll be careful. 
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SAM continues to squeeze CHLOE BANKS’ butt with greater care. SAM’S hands 

move on to her hips: 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Mmm, five thousand. 

 

 Her stomach: 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Seven thousand. 

 

 Her breasts: 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Ten thousand. 

 

 Her face: 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Twenty thousand! 

 

 SAM dives into HER neck and hair with his lips. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Oh Sam! I knew I was right. There is a bond between us! All I want is to be loved. That’s 

what you want too, don’t you? 

SAM 

Yes. 

CHLOE BANKS 

To be loved? 
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SAM 

Yes. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Adored! 

SAM 

Yes. 

CHLOE BANKS 

By millions! 

 

 HIS hands running all over CHLOE BANKS: 

 

SAM 

Millions and millions! 

CHLOE BANKS 

Then do it Sam!  

SAM 

I’m doing it! 

CHLOE BANKS 

Yes, do it! Do it, Sam! Kill yourself! 

SAM 

What? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Kill yourself over me! Leave only your final words behind! Tell the world that your small 

life wasn’t worth living without Chloe Banks burning up the big screen!  

SAM 

You want me to kill myself over you? 

CHLOE BANKS 

I knew you would help me, Sam. We do share a bond, you see? Beneath the surface 

we’re not so different you and I. I’m a beautiful actress and you’re a terrible actor. I was 

somebody, and you’re nobody. You’re desperate, and so am I. Alone, we’re lost out there 
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in the dark. But together, we can shine. You, like a firework. And me like a star. Make 

me the next big thing, Sam! I’m ready for my comeback.  

 

 CHLOE BANKS kisses SAM and he embraces her body madly. 

 

Episode Thirteen 

 

 MARY opens the door and sees SAM and CHLOE BANKS. 

 

MARY 

Oh, I’m so sorry. How embarrassing. (starts to leave, but:) Wait a minute. Sam! What’s 

going on? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Who is this? 

MARY 

Who is this? 

SAM 

Uh, Chloe this is my wife, Mary. Wife Mary, this is Chloe Banks. 

MARY 

Who? 

SAM 

Chloe Banks. She’s the next big thing.  

MARY 

The next big thing? 

SAM 

Well, she’s making her comeback. 

MARY 

I can see that. 

SAM 

No, Mary, it’s not what you think. She’s just an actress.  

MARY 
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What’s she doing here? Acting? 

SAM 

Yes! Remember that movie I auditioned for?  

MARY 

Yeah? 

SAM 

Well, I got the part!  

MARY 

You did? 

SAM 

Yes. And Chloe and I were just rehearsing our big scene together. 

CHLOE BANKS 

The climax. 

MARY 

Really. You got the part? 

SAM 

Isn’t that great? 

MARY 

Yay! Sam! Congratulations! 

 

 MARY and SAM embrace and bounce. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

So I’ll call you later, Sam, and we’ll work on your monologue. 

SAM 

My monologue? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Your final monologue? 

SAM 

Oh, yes. Yes, we’ll work that out.  

CHLOE BANKS 
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Good. (kisses SAM on the cheek) 

SAM 

Oh! Friends. 

CHLOE BANKS 

 (to MARY) Very nice to have met you.  

MARY 

You too. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Ciao.  

SAM 

Goodbye, Bye… 

 

CHLOE BANKS exits. 

 

MARY 

She’s pretty. 

SAM 

Oh, if you like that sort of thing.  

MARY 

Sam! It’s so exciting! Your very first audition, and you won! 

SAM 

Isn’t that something? 

MARY 

You see, Sam? You wanted it, you went for it, and you got it.  

SAM 

Yes. 

MARY 

I’m so proud of you. Oh! And guess what I brought home? 

SAM 

What? 

MARY 
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Your favorite sausages! 

SAM 

Oh! 

MARY 

And you can eat as many as you want. It’s a celebration!  

SAM 

Yay. 

MARY 

Are you happy, Sam? 

SAM 

I am. 

MARY 

No more depression? 

SAM 

No. 

MARY 

And no more suicide attempts? 

SAM 

Nnno. 

MARY 

Good. Well, I’m going to take a shower, and then I want to hear all about your audition 

and the movie and your big climax with Chloe Banks. 

SAM 

(laughs awkwardly on:) Okay. 

 

MARY blows SAM a kiss and disappears into the bathroom to take a shower. SAM 

listens for a moment, and when he hears the water turn on he dashes out the front 

door and down the hall, leaving the door ajar. 

 

SAM 
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What have I gotten myself into? Chloe? Chloe! I’ll go the back way and try to cut her off 

at the pass. 

 

Episode Fourteen 

 

MARY starts to sing ridiculously in the shower. After a moment, MAX pokes his 

head in through the door. 

 

MAX 

Hello, anybody home? Sam? 

 

MAX hears MARY singing in the shower and sneaks over to peep through the 

keyhole. ALBERT taps on the open door and steps in. 

 

ALBERT 

Knock knock, who’s there?  

MAX 

–Oh! 

ALBERT 

Who are you? 

MAX 

Hello there. 

ALBERT 

What do you think you’re doing? You some kind of pervert, looking through a keyhole 

while the lady’s trying to take a shower? 

MAX 

No, no, I was only looking from a cinematic angle. Max Maxwell, film director, pleased 

to meet you. 

ALBERT 

Film director, huh? What are you trying to do, get a close-up? Where’s Sam? 

MAX 
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So I have come to the right place. You know Sam? 

ALBERT 

Sure I know Sam. What do you want with him? 

MAX 

Well, due to an unforeseen circumstance I’ve just recently cast him in my latest picture 

opposite Chloe Banks. 

ALBERT 

Who? 

MAX 

Chloe Banks. She’s the next big thing. Well, she’s making a comeback. Look, whatever! 

So I need to talk to Sam. Do you know where he is? 

ALBERT 

Ah, so you must be the director of that film Sam auditioned for this morning. I just 

stopped by to talk to him about that myself. 

MAX 

Really, and you are? 

ALBERT 

Albert Price. I’m Sam’s agent. 

MAX 

His agent? Didn’t know Sam had an agent. 

ALBERT 

Well he does and I’m it. So any business you have with Sam needs to go through me. 

MAX 

Alright then. It’s very important that I get Sam’s signature on this contract right away.  

ALBERT 

What’s the hurry? 

MAX 

It’s just very important that I get him signed on, because, well, production schedules 

being what they are. 

ALBERT 
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Well. You don’t think you’re the only director with a production schedule interested in 

Sam these days? 

MAX 

I just assumed.  

ALBERT 

Are you kidding? Sam’s whatcha call an overnight sensation. I’ve been fielding offers 

left and right. But I’ll look this contract over alongside the rest and see if it’s worth Sam 

carving some time out of his schedule for.  

MAX 

Just so yuh know, this picture is gonna be big, a huge hit, a Blockbuster.  

ALBERT 

Is it now? I’ll review your offer with that in mind and get back to you. 

MAX 

Look, Al – May I call yuh Al? – I’ll be honest with you. Sam’s a terrible actor. As his 

agent I’m sure you’re already aware of that. But it’s alright, we’ll fix it in post-

production, they can do anything with CGI these days. Point is, Chloe Banks wants Sam 

as her leading man. And as you might guess, what Chloe Banks wants, Chloe Banks gets. 

ALBERT 

I’ve never heard of Chloe Banks. 

MAX 

What do you mean you’ve never–?! She’s Chloe Banks! Look, okay, OKAY! Granted: 

Chloe Banks may be over the hill – I mean the woman’s twenty-two years old for god’s 

sake – but she’s the only card I got up my sleeve, and if I loose her I may never get this 

picture up, never, do you understand? 

ALBERT 

Sounds like you need our Sammy pretty bad. 

MAX 

Look Mac: I’ve put everything I got left into this picture! Every last dollar, every last 

drop of sweat, every last ounce of my dignity! I ain’t got nothing left! If this picture 

doesn’t get the green light god help me– …I don’t know what I’ll do… 

ALBERT 
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Well I’ll take that into consideration. In the meantime– 

 

 MARGARET enters, dressed for a porn shoot. 

 

MARGARET 

Albert, for Christ sake, how long can it take to borrow a bottle of Wesson oil? I’m getting 

cold. 

ALBERT 

Margaret, may I introduce you to Max Maxwell. Max is that film director Sam auditioned 

for this morning. 

MARGARET 

Really. 

MAX 

Nice to meet you. 

ALBERT 

Margaret’s my uh, secretary. Max and I were just discussing the big movie deal that he’s 

offering Sam. An agent’s work is never done, you know. 

MARGARET 

An agent’s work? 

ALBERT 

Yes. Especially Sam’s agent. 

MARGARET 

Oh that’s right. Yes, Albert here’s a regular agent provocateur. Best in the business. 

ALBERT 

Ha! Secretary humor. Bitter to the core. Well Max it was nice to meet you and like I said 

I’ll look this over and get back to you. 

MAX 

When, do you think?  

ALBERT 

A-S-A-P.  

MAX 
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Can’t you look it over any sooner than that? 

ALBERT 

Lots of contracts to go through, as I said, but I’ll do my best. Bye now. 

 

 And ALBERT has ushered MAX out the door, closing it behind him. 

 

MARGARET 

Sam’s agent? 

ALBERT 

Quick thinking, huh? 

MARGARET 

And that sucker bought it? 

ALBERT 

Hook line and stinker. 

MARGARET 

Where are Sam and Mary? 

ALBERT 

I don’t know where Sam is off to, but Mary– 

 

Just then MARY opens the bathroom door, a towel around her body and another 

around her hair, and strikes a pose as well as a high note. Her high note is fairly 

quickly cut off by the realization that it’s not Sam but rather ALBERT and 

MARGARET standing before her. 

 

MARY 

Oh! Albert, Margaret! I didn’t realize you were here. Where’s Sam? 

ALBERT 

He must have stepped out. I just stopped by to borrow some Wesson oil and I ran into 

this fellow who said he’s the director of that movie Sam auditioned for. 

MARY 

The director was here? 
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ALBERT 

Yup. Came by to drop off Sam’s contract. 

MARY 

Oh! His contract? How exciting! 

ALBERT 

I told him I was Sam’s agent and that I’d be looking the contract over on Sam’s behalf. 

MARY 

Oh, well that’s awful sweet of you, Albert. 

ALBERT 

Happy to help. Of course I’ll have to take a small percentage of Sam’s wages. Agent’s 

fees, you know. 

MARY 

Oh I’m sure Sam won’t mind. All big movie stars have agents, after all! 

ALBERT 

That’s right! 

MARY 

Eeeee! 

 

 MARY claps her hands gleefully. 

 

ALBERT 

Well. Looks like I better go get started on that website. 

MARGARET 

Right now? I guess we’re done shooting for the day, then. 

ALBERT 

If Sam is going to be a big movie actor the man needs a website.  

MARGARET 

Took you long enough to put our website together, how fast do you think you’re gonna 

get Sam’s up. 

ALBERT 
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Easy. Sam needs an actor’s website. I’ve got a porn site. Couple of minor adjustments 

and voilà.  

MARGARET 

You’re going to convert our porn site into Sam’s actor website? What about all our 

plans? What about all these outfits we bought?  

ALBERT 

Now Margaret– 

 

 SAM enters, frazzled. 

 

SAM 

Oh! Hello everyone. 

MARY 

Sam, you’ll never guess who stopped by! 

SAM 

Who? 

MARY 

Tell him, Albert. Your director! 

SAM 

My director? 

ALBERT 

Max Maxwell. He dropped off this contract for you. I’ll admit I didn’t quite buy it when 

you came bangin’ at my door earlier, but you weren’t joking. That Max Maxwell wants 

you bad. But don’t worry, I played it real cool. We’ll squeeze the big bucks out of him. 

SAM 

We will? 

MARY 

Albert’s your agent. 

SAM 

He is? 

MARY 
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(indicating that SAM should say “thank you”) Isn’t that nice? 

SAM 

Oh, well sure. Thanks Albert. 

ALBERT 

Happy to help. 

MARGARET 

Albert, I want to talk to you. 

ALBERT 

Oh, that’s right, I almost forgot. Sam, I’m gonna get to work on that website right away. 

It won’t take long, the foundation’s already been laid. Oh! No pun intended. (laughs) 

MARGARET 

Albert, that porn site was supposed to be our nest egg. What about all that money we 

were going to make, you and me, together? We made a commitment, Albert. 

ALBERT 

Don’t you worry, Margaret, we’re gonna make money alright. We’re gonna make a 

killing! 

MARGARET 

But Albert– 

ALBERT 

Time to get to work! 

 

 With a wave to SAM, ALBERT exits. MARGARET stands stunned with thought.  

 

SAM 

Bye Albert. And thanks again! 

MARY 

Oh Sam! You’re going to be a big, rich movie star! I think this is just the beginning! Tell 

you what. Forget the sausages. Let’s go out and celebrate! 

SAM 

Out? Okay! 
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MARY kisses SAM joyfully and disappears into the bathroom where she can be 

heard singing again. SAM pulls his suicide note out of his pocket. 

 

SAM 

You just never know how things are gonna turn out. 

MARGARET 

What’s that? 

SAM 

This? Just a bad idea I had. 

 

SAM crumples up the note and tosses it triumphantly. It lands near 

MARGARET’S feet. 

 

SAM 

I think I’ll go join my agent and look over that contract! Ooo, and the website! You know 

what? I think Mary’s right. This is only the beginning! 

 

SAM exits. MARGARET picks up SAM’S note and uncrumples it. SHE reads it, 

looks after SAM, looks after MARY, then thinks hard before tucking the note away 

in her outfit and making an exit herself. Intermission. 

 

Act Three 

 

Episode Fifteen 

 

A few days later. In the hallway between Sam and Albert’s apartments. SAM 

enters with some pseudo-trendy shopping bags and whistling “Hooray For 

Hollywood.” At his door, HE fumbles repeatedly with his keys and the bags. 

MARGARET comes out of Albert’s apartment, dressed to bartend rather than for 

a porn shoot. 
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MARGARET 

Sam. 

SAM 

Oh hi Margaret. Time to go to work? 

MARGARET 

Yes. 

SAM 

Bouncing or bartending tonight? 

MARGARET 

Bartending. 

SAM 

Well, pour one for me, will yuh? 

MARGARET 

I will. Sam? 

SAM 

Darn these keys. Yes? 

MARGARET 

Do you have a minute? 

SAM 

Sure. 

MARGARET 

There’s something I’ve wanted to talk to you about, since Albert became your agent and 

put up your website.  

SAM 

Okay. 

MARGARET 

That website was my future, Sam. Albert’s and mine. We were going to make our bundle 

and retire together to some beautiful paradise. The things I did for a world of sickoes to 

click on. Not to mention– Well. Let’s just say I made my commitment to Albert with 

actions that speak much louder than any marriage vow. 

SAM 
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Okay. 

MARGARET 

And everything I did, I did for love. Commitment. A future worth living for. Because I’m 

sick of this empty, aching life. 

SAM 

Okay. 

MARGARET 

I don’t hold anything against you, Sam. It was Albert who abandoned our future and 

dumped our website for yours. But the way I see it you do owe me one. And so I’m 

hoping that when that final moment comes, I’ll be your lucky winner. 

SAM 

My what? 

MARGARET 

When you kill yourself, whoever you’re supposed to do it for, do it for me instead.  

SAM 

Oh. No, I’m going to be an actor now. 

 

 MARGARET stares at SAM. 

 

SAM 

I just bought all these new clothes. I’ve got an agent, the website. I’m gonna be an actor. 

MARGARET 

(beat) I think you need to talk to Albert. After which I believe you’ll see things my way. 

And it will be our little secret. Our: “surprise finale.” Do it Sam, but not just for me. Do it 

for commitment. Real commitment. Show Albert that in the end it’s love that’s worth 

dying for, not greed. 

SAM 

But– 

MARGARET 

You’re a good kid, Sam. I know you’ll do the right thing. (checks her watch) I have to go. 

I’ve got alcoholics to encourage. We’ll speak again. But remember, we never spoke. 
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 MARGARET exits down the hall. 

 

SAM 

I am so confused. I guess I SHOULD talk to Albert.  

 

Episode Sixteen 

 

SAM is about to knock on Albert’s door when GIGI BOLT enters down the aisle 

of the theater. 

 

GIGI BOLT 

Sam! 

SAM 

Miss Bolt? What are you– 

GIGI BOLT 

I’m glad I caught you before you left. 

SAM 

Oh, no, I’m just getting home. How–? 

GIGI BOLT 

Good, then I’m not keeping you from anything. 

SAM 

Well, no– 

GIGI BOLT 

Do you have a moment?  

SAM 

Sure. 

GIGI BOLT 

Well! Your plot has twisted since last we spoke. You certainly have raised the stakes, 

Sam. 

SAM 
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Raised the stakes? 

GIGI BOLT 

Very dramatic indeed. So I thought I’d drop by personally and reaffirm my own interest 

in that final bow of yours. 

SAM 

Final bow? 

GIGI BOLT 

I drafted that note for you, as we discussed. And the front cover of American Theater 

magazine’s next issue has your name written all over it. 

SAM 

Oh, well, Miss Bolt– 

GIGI BOLT 

But that’s not all, Sam. Listen to this. I had a conversation with this hot young playwright 

and director, Mark Jackson. 

SAM 

Who? 

GIGI BOLT 

Mark Jackson. He’s the next big thing. Anyway, then I put in a call to the folks over at 

the National Endowment for the Arts and I think we can get Jackson lined up for a nice 

fat grant to write and direct a new play about your life. Jackson’s a sucker for grand 

finales and when I explained yours to him he just couldn’t wait to get to work. I even 

picked up the phone again and got a handful of big regional theaters on board, so the 

play’s guaranteed at least a four-city tour. Then who knows, maybe Broadway. How does 

that sound? 

SAM 

Wait a minute, slow down. Miss Bolt– 

 

 MAX enters from down the hall. 

 

MAX 

Sammy baby! 
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SAM 

What! Mister Maxwell! 

MAX 

How’s tricks? 

SAM 

Who? 

MAX 

I’m sorry, am I interrupting anything? 

SAM 

Uh, no. 

MAX 

Max Maxwell, film director. 

GIGI BOLT 

Gigi Bolt, executive director, Theater Communications Group. 

MAX 

Theater? Well, good luck to yuh. Listen, Sam, I know Albert wants to hold off on that 

contract until the “big moment.” And I’ll admit I was a bit miffed at first. But then I got 

to thinkin’. And then I got to talkin’ on my cellular phone. And I have a pretty good 

feeling we can get some big money interested in your story. 

SAM 

Big money? 

MAX 

I’m thinkin’ Miramax.  

GIGI BOLT 

Excuse me. 

MAX 

Sure, hold on. Picture this, Sam: NAME OF SAME CURRENT HOT MEDIOCRE 

ACTOR USED IN EPISODE THREE plays you, and Chloe Banks plays your girlfriend. 

SAM 

Wife. 

MAX 
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Whatever. NAME OF CURRENT HOT MEDIOCRE ACTOR and Chloe Banks will burn 

up the screen. And you know how people love to gawk at a true story with a tragic 

ending. It can’t miss! What do you say? 

GIGI BOLT 

Excuse me, but I was talking to Sam. 

MAX 

What about? 

GIGI BOLT 

A life in the theater. 

MAX 

A life in the theater? The kid’s got what, a week to go?  

SAM 

A week? 

MAX 

What’s he want to waste it in a theater for? 

GIGI BOLT 

Hold on to your soul, Sam, hold on to your soul. 

MAX 

Oh, yeah, that’ll sell tickets. Theater people. They got no business sense. I got it all 

worked out, Sam. 

SAM 

Mister Maxwell–! 

 

 CHLOE BANKS enters from down the hall. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Sam! 

SAM & MAX 

Chloe! 

CHLOE BANKS 

Max! What are you doing here? 
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MAX 

Just talkin’ shop with our handsome tearjerker. 

GIGI BOLT 

I was talking to him first. 

CHLOE BANKS 

And who are you? 

GIGI BOLT 

Gigi Bolt, executive director, Theater Communications Group. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Oh theater. Interesting.  

MAX 

Chloe baby, let’s leave the hoofer [busker] alone. Sam is very busy. 

SAM 

Actually– 

MAX 

I know you’re very busy Sam. But perhaps the three of us could step inside for just a 

moment and I’ll give you my hundred-word elevator pitch on the new picture. 

CHLOE BANKS 

The NEW picture? 

MAX 

Same picture, baby, just a face-lift. You know how that goes. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Max, I came to talk to Sam. Alone. 

GIGI BOLT 

So did I. 

MAX 

Alone, eh? Well, are you two pumping for tabloid fuel already?  

CHLOE BANKS 

Now listen, / Max! 

GIGI BOLT 

If you / would please! 
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 ALBERT opens his door with his cell phone in hand. 

 

SAM 

Would everybody just– 

SAM & ALBERT 

Be quiet! 

SAM 

Albert! 

MAX 

Albert baby. 

ALBERT 

Hey, I told you: I’D call YOU. And who are these people? 

GIGI BOLT 

Gigi Bolt, executive director, Theater Communications Group. 

ALBERT 

Oh right, I got your telegram. 

CHLOE BANKS 

I’m Chloe Banks. 

ALBERT 

Who? 

MAX 

Chloe Banks! 

ALBERT 

Oh right, I got your text message. And I got all of your emails and phone calls and faxes 

but I’m sorry you’re just gonna have to wait like everybody else. 

SAM 

Albert, what is going on? 

ALBERT 

Don’t you worry, Sam, I’ll take care of them. These your bags? 

SAM 
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Yeah. No wait the lock / is jammed. 

 

 ALBERT opens the door to SAM’S apartment easily. 

 

ALBERT 

Go on in, I’ve got a few updates for you.  

 

 ALBERT shoves the bags into SAM’s arms, and SAM into the apartment. 

 

SAM 

How did you–? Updates? 

CHLOE BANKS, MAX, & GIGI BOLT 

Sam? Sam! Etc… 

ALBERT 

And you people hit the road before I call the police and have you arrested for stalking a 

celebrity. I told you, if you want to talk to Sam you gotta go through me. Now beat it!  

 

 As ALBERT closes the door: 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

/ Sam, don’t forget that final monologue! Our big climax! 

MAX 

/ It’s gonna be a block buster, Sam, a real blockbuster! 

GIGI BOLT 

A four-city tour, Sam! And then straight to Broadway! 

 

Episode Seventeen 

 

 Inside SAM’S apartment. 

 

ALBERT 
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Jesus. Vultures, all of ‘em.  

SAM 

What is going on, Albert?   

ALBERT 

Hold that thought just one second, Sam. Hello sorry to have kept you waiting. So where 

were we? Right, well, as I said, I got a flood of offers pouring in so you just sail that pitch 

on over and I’ll take a look-see. Okay. Alright. Ciao. 

SAM 

And who was that? 

ALBERT 

Sam we need to talk. 

SAM 

You bet we do. 

ALBERT 

Do you know who that was? 

SAM 

Who? 

ALBERT 

That, was one of many. 

SAM 

Who? 

ALBERT 

Offers Sam. They’re pouring in left and right.  

SAM 

Acting offers? 

ALBERT 

Well you see that’s the thing. 

SAM 

What is? 

ALBERT 

Nobody was interested in you as an actor. 
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SAM 

What do you mean? 

ALBERT 

Oh come on, Sam, I told you, there are a million actors out there. Two million. You were 

just one more trying to hop on the back of the heap and nobody cared. And yet, as your 

agent whose job it is to look after your interests, I have managed to secure for you, to 

forge from the very ether of imagination and technology, THE money making media 

performance art reality entertainment gig of the century. 

SAM 

What’s that? 

ALBERT 

You remember that idea I had about raffling off your suicide? 

SAM 

Yeah. 

ALBERT 

And how on a certain date we throw a big party and announce the lucky winner. 

SAM 

Yeah. 

ALBERT 

Well, I took the liberty of putting a link on your website. 

SAM 

A link? To what? 

ALBERT 

WWW dot American dash suicide dot com. 

SAM 

What? And people are calling left and right? 

ALBERT 

Calling, emailing, faxing, text messaging, coming out from under rocks, slipping through 

the cracks, you name it. That phone call I just wrapped? 

SAM 

Yeah?  
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ALBERT 

Well THAT was Fox Television. They want to do a reality TV show on you. Follow you 

around and stuff. I also got a call from Michael Moore, wants to make a documentary 

about you, something about how the conservative right and unemployment created by big 

business are driving average Americans to despair. And just yesterday I get a call from 

that European film director? What’s his name. Lars Von Trier! Wants to make a trilogy 

of films based on your suicide and what it says about the American character. And those 

are just three drops in a bucket of thousands of people hoping to win their fifteen minutes 

of YOU! YOU Sam, are gonna be big!  

SAM 

After I’m dead. 

ALBERT 

Now, Sam, don’t think of it that way. Death. What is death? It’s just a concept. Besides, 

it’s not the dead man himself that counts. It’s what he leaves behind. And you, my 

shooting star, will leave behind a glittering trail, I’m talkin’ history, a legend, and more 

money than you and Mary ever dreamed of. Do you understand the magnitude of this 

thing? This is going to be the most spectacular, dramatic, and poignant venture in the 

history of Internet commerce, not to mention the media event of the year if not the decade 

and the century! 

SAM 

You really think so? 

ALBERT 

Yes! Sam! Okay look, you just wait here, and let me show you the LIST of people who 

want a piece of YOU. People who are gonna make you the biggest, richest celebrity ever 

invented. 

SAM 

But Albert– 

ALBERT 

Just hang on one minute. I’ll be right back. 

 

 ALBERT runs out. 
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Episode Eighteen 

 

SAM stands stupefied for a moment. HE thinks. HE picks up his copy of Hamlet 

and looks at it, fans through its pages quickly, then holds it up as if to see whether 

it is or isn’t much of anything. MARY enters from her long day at work. 

 

MARY 

Hello. 

SAM 

Oh. Mary. 

MARY 

What? What’s wrong? Has something happened? Sam, have you been reading Hamlet 

again? 

SAM 

No. But it looks like I might be through with acting. 

MARY 

Why is that? 

SAM 

Well. I kinda got another job. 

MARY 

Really. A temp job? 

SAM 

No, it’s pretty permanent. 

MARY 

Well what is it, Sam? 

 

 ALBERT bursts in with a long list in hand. 

 

ALBERT 

Okay Sam now look at this. Oh, hi Mary. Sam tell you the big news? 
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MARY 

Some kind of job? 

ALBERT 

If you call living on Easy Street a job. 

MARY 

(!) What do you mean? Sam, what does he mean? 

ALBERT 

…Well don’t break the good news to her gently, Sam. Go ahead. 

SAM 

It looks like we might be rich, Mary. 

MARY 

Oh! How? Wha’d you do? 

SAM 

Albert did it. 

MARY 

Wha’d you do?  

ALBERT 

As Sam’s agent, I did the thinking for him, and went ahead with that website I told you 

about. 

MARY 

I thought you said you were through with acting. 

ALBERT 

Not THAT website. The other one. 

MARY 

Oh. 

ALBERT 

And it’s a HUGE HIT! 

MARY 

Oh! 

ALBERT 
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Yeah, look at this. We got nightly news programs, daytime talk shows, late night talk 

shows, national magazines and newspapers all wanting exclusive interviews. The 

downtown Hilton Hotel wants to offer “last days” luxury suites, paid in advance. The city 

of San Francisco wants you to do it on the Golden Gate Bridge, help boost tourism. The 

Museum of Modern Art wants to videotape it and sell it as performance art. Then we got 

the Earth Liberation Front, they want you to do it in protest over environmental pollution. 

PETA wants you to dress in animal skins and do it as a gesture of atonement for all the 

furry critters that have died to keep us warm. The National Right To Life Committee 

wants you to do it as a sacrifice in penance for all the innocent unborn dead. Pro Choice 

America wants you to talk about the hard times you’ve had and that you’re doing it 

because you can see now it WOULD have been better had you never been born – which 

is probably true anyway, right, I mean how did this whole idea come about in the first 

place? And then an endless list of wives and girlfriends wanting to prove they’re worth 

dying for, husbands and boyfriends hoping to impress their sweethearts, friends wanting 

to get something for that friend who’s got everything, people wanting to be a part of 

something, people with money to burn, people with nothing better to do, it just goes on 

and on. We have already sold close to a million dollars in raffle tickets alone!  

MARY 

/ Oh my god! 

SAM 

A million dollars? 

ALBERT 

Meanwhile I’m brokering between the big wigs to nail down the highest bidders for 

brand name placement and post-mortem rights to this and that. (beat) It’s just nuts! 

MARY 

I can’t believe it! 

ALBERT 

Mary, you are never gonna have to work another day in your life, and you can thank Sam 

for that. 

MARY 

Eeeee! Thank you thank you thank you thank you! 
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ALBERT 

And we are planning a mega party at Margaret’s club for the big announcement. Oo, 

which reminds me, I gotta open up ticket sales for that. There’s just so much to do! 

SAM 

Say, when IS the big announcement? 

ALBERT 

Uh, week from tomorrow. 

SAM 

Really. That soon? 

 

 ALBERT looks directly at SAM, then makes a noticeably focused beeline to him. 

 The focused calm in his voice is a striking change. 

 

ALBERT 

Yuh gotta move fast on these things, Sam. It’s all about momentum. We keep things 

rolling and a week from tomorrow when that old clock strikes midnight, your ship is 

comin’ in. Are you ready to set sail? 

 

ALBERT offers SAM his hand. MARY looks at SAM. SAM looks down at 

ALBERT’S hand, at MARY, at ALBERT again, then shakes ALBERT’S hand. 

 

SAM 

Okay, I’m ready! 

MARY 

Yay! Oh my goodness what am I gonna wear to the party? I don’t have a dress. 

ALBERT 

Well you get shoppin’ little missy. I’ll work up a final speech for you, Sam, and Mary we 

need to talk about the reveal. 

MARY 

Ooo the reveal what’s that? 

ALBERT 
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“It’s the moment everyone’s been waiting for,” when you in your beautiful dress step 

forward to read Sam’s note, and we find out “Who will be the lucky winner?” 

MARY 

Ooo, how exciting!  

ALBERT 

Now Margaret is arranging everything down at the club, but Mary if I could get your help 

with the funeral arrangements, / picking out flowers, that sort of thing.  

MARY 

Oh. …Right. 

ALBERT 

And Sam, we gotta get YOU an outfit. 

SAM 

I just bought / a few things. 

ALBERT 

Oh, and Mary, people are going to want to interview you too, so we’ll set up a day for 

that, get everybody done at once, boom boom boom, which means we gotta get you an 

appointment with a hairdresser. 

MARY 

Yes! 

ALBERT 

And don’t worry, I’ll write up a few things for you to say. 

MARY 

Yeah because I get nervous. 

ALBERT 

Exactly. Oo, and let’s talk about that dress because people are bound to ask who you’re 

wearing and we want to make sure you’re wearing the right person, so lemme call around 

and see (writing) who is interested in designing Mary’s dress.  

MARY 

Eeeee! 

ALBERT 
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Okay so I’m on that. Oh, and lemme get you the catalogue of the florist I picked out so 

you can take a look. We want everything to be spectacular…! 

 

Episode Nineteen 

 

MARY, ALBERT, and the apartment have receded into the background as SAM’S 

mind has wandered off in thought. Very quietly, a MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

places a park bench behind SAM. SAM does not notice this due to some birds 

twittering on a branch somewhere above him that have caught his attention. 

Without looking at the bench, SAM sits down on it, still taking in the birds. HE 

smiles. SAM stares out contemplatively. The MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

eventually sits on the bench next to SAM. Now SAM notices him. A small 

exchange of nods. The MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN stares at SAM. A small 

exchange of eyebrow lifts. More staring. Eventually: 

 

SAM 

Howdy. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

How-dee. 

SAM 

Oh, where’re you from? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Here.  

SAM 

No, I meant before. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Before what? 

SAM 

Before you– arrived. On these shores. (remembers the word:) Immigrated. Oh, maybe 

you’re on vacation. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 
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No. It is no vacation. I came here to speak to you. 

SAM 

Me? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

That is right. 

SAM 

…You came all the way here to talk to me. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

(impatiently) I have been here, in America, for many years now. I came here, to this park, 

to speak to you. I am speaking your English. Do you understand me, (making a point that 

he knows his name:) Sam? 

SAM 

Hey. How do you know that? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

I told you. I came here to speak to you. 

 

SAM stares blankly. After a pause, the MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN notes what 

he would think would be obvious: 

 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

WWW dot American dash suicide dot com. 

SAM 

Oh. Oh, right. Well, what, do you want an autograph or– 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

I do not want your autograph. I want your signature. Your name. On a note to the 

American people that, like your website says, your beautiful wife will read aloud when 

you have sacrificed yourself. 

SAM 

Well, -sacrifice? Uh, no, I’m, heh! I’m just doin’ it for the money. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 
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I am prepared to provide you twice the highest price for your sacrifice of blood to be 

drawn in the name of a great and holy cause.  

SAM 

What cause is that? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Have you heard the one about the chicken and the ducks? 

SAM 

There’s a chicken and duck cause? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

No, that is not the cause.  

SAM 

Oh it’s a joke. No, I haven’t heard that one. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

It is not a joke either! It is an allegory.  

SAM 

An allegory? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

I will tell it. Some duck eggs were set upon by a certain chicken who was afraid of a bear. 

For many years she set upon the duck eggs, keeping them warm, helping them grow 

strong in their shells. Eventually the chicken’s job was complete. The ducks broke 

through the eggshells, crawled triumphantly from under the chicken, and drove away the 

bear. When the ducks turned back, they saw that the chicken was still there. So the ducks 

said, “Thank you, kind chicken. Now, leave us to our pond.” But the chicken said, “Not 

so fast. I need your pond for water to drink. I will stay here now.” “No,” said the ducks. 

“You set upon us, and we thank you, but this is our pond, and now you must go.” “No,” 

said the chicken,” I will not leave. And what’s more, you ducks will stop now from 

swimming and flying freely, and instead feed on the droppings I leave upon your shores 

and learn to roost in a barn like chickens.” “But no,” said the ducks, “this is not our way 

of life!” “No,” said the chicken, “but it will be!” And they go back and forth like this for 

a long time. You understand the allegory.  

SAM 



American Suicide v3 – Jackson 97 

No. Not really. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Then I continue. Maybe in time it becomes clear to you. “No,” said the ducks, “leave us 

to swim and to fly!” “No,” said the chicken, “I will not leave! I will drink from your pond 

and you will learn to roost like chickens!”  And so the ducks grabbed the chicken by the 

throat and dragged her to the pond! The chicken screamed, “Wait! I hatched you. What 

are you doing?” “Swim,” said the ducks! “I do not swim!” cried the chicken. “Then fly!” 

said the ducks. “I do not fly!” cried the chicken. “Ah, you want to drink from our pond,” 

said the ducks, “but you do not bother to understand our way of life! Too bad for you!” 

And so the ducks took to the sky, flew themselves into the chicken’s great barn, and 

scattered it in pieces to the wind, al-Hamdulillah!1 …Do you understand the allegory? 

SAM 

I think so. It’s not very funny. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

I told you, it is not a joke. I come to you in great seriousness, to ask that you make your 

sacrifice in the name of our cause. Show the American people that there are those among 

them who understand the truth. Show the American people that the chickens at roost in 

Washington are crushing their own eggs when they set too long on other’s. 

SAM 

…What? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Oh! You Americans have no feeling for poetic speaking! It is no wonder you now export 

your thinking jobs since you have not bothered to educate anybody for the past twenty 

years! So now you sit back and enjoy surfing the benefits of your innovation, and you are 

having such a good time that you do not notice how stupid you have become! While you 

were busy being so surprised by 9/11, and waving your flags in front of your eyes, a few 

backwards foreigners were setting up shop. Now an ex-comrade in Moscow can quietly 

make eighty thousand dollars a year working for a company in your Palo Alto. A 

Kathakali dancer in New Delhi can give you tech support on your shiny new laptop. Not 

 
1 Arabic for “Praise be to God.” 
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that you would notice what a foreigner is doing, so long as he does not interrupt your 

high-speed connection! 

 

 The MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN spits on the ground near SAM’S feet. 

 

SAM 

Why do you hate me so much? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

I apologize for the spitting. It was a bit much. Please believe me, we do not hate YOU, 

Sam. It is just that we are not terribly fond of your UNCLE Sam. For its crimes against 

us, we cannot make your government surrender to our own laws of punishment. And so, 

we have goaded its people to surrender to their own fascist politicians. And you have. 

You have punished yourselves. You had already lost your silly “War on Terror” before it 

had been declared. Even YOUR God would agree. For over half a century, you sowed the 

wind, and now, you reap the whirlwind. 

SAM 

I don’t get it. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

That is right. But if you give your life to it, Sam, then you will understand. Give your life 

to this great cause, make of yourself a sacrifice for your fellow chickens, and everything 

will become clear – to you, and to them. 

 

 SAM looks up at the chirping birds. 

 

SAM 

I have always wanted a cause. Some, greater purpose. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Now you have it. 

SAM 

…I’ll think about it. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 
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Don’t think, Sam. Die. For the chickens, the ducks, and all the birds. And for twice the 

highest price, guaranteed. 

SAM 

Thank you. I’ll talk to my agent. 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Tell him I said hello. 

SAM 

You’ve spoken to Albert already? 

 

 The MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN leaves, taking the bench with him. 

 

SAM 

Hey. (stands) Hey! 

 

Episode Twenty 

 

 SAM alone. 

 

SAM 

Jeez Louise! I can’t even take a moment to sit by myself on a park bench and listen to the 

birds! 

 

We hear the birds suddenly chirp in angst and flutter off. As SAM speaks, time 

passes, people and locations come and go. There is something dreamlike about 

what unfolds. 

 

SAM 

The sun is gonna rise tomorrow morning and that old clock is gonna strike midnight 

before I know it. Things just move so fast. Tick tock and you’re taking your first breath. 

Tick tock and you’re old. Tick tock and it’s all over. I remember that time when I was a 

kid, walking with my mother across the parking lot outside the mall, and I kept looking 
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up at the sky. My mother asked me what I was looking for. I said, “I’m looking for the 

big zipper in case I need to get out of this world quick.” I guess I’ve found it. I’m gonna 

be a star, Mary. And I’M finally gonna look after YOU. Very soon you will never have to 

put on that apron again. 

MARY 

Oh, Sam. 

SAM 

Tick tock.  

MARY 

Tell me what you think. 

SAM 

Now tick I understand. But tock? 

 

 MARY holds up a dress and a pair of shoes. 

 

MARY 

Do you think they go together? 

SAM 

That I don’t know. 

MARY 

I think they’re beautiful. 

SAM 

Tick. And here I am alive. 

MARY 

The color matches the flowers, too. 

SAM 

Tock. And I don’t know where I’ll be. 

MARY 

(hugs SAM) Oh, Sam. Everything’s going to work out alright, isn’t it? 

SAM 

Tick. And I feel my wife next to me. 
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MARY 

I’m sick of this dull, boring life. 

SAM 

Tock. 

MARY 

Thank you, Sam. (looks at him)  

SAM 

And she’s gone. 

MARY 

Thank you so much. 

 

MARY kisses SAM, then leaves as ALBERT arrives with papers for SAM to sign, 

which SAM does distractedly. 

 

SAM 

What if at the last moment I can’t do it? People will be upset. 

ALBERT 

Yes they will. 

SAM 

What do you think they’ll do? 

ALBERT 

Turn against you. But don’t worry about it. We’ll get you on Saturday Night Live, you’ll 

make jokes about yourself, and all will be forgiven.  

SAM 

Really? 

ALBERT 

Sure. People love to watch other people do penance. Especially if it’s funny. (exits) 

SAM 

Maybe I do need a cause. Maybe it’s not enough to do it for myself and for Mary. Maybe 

it is better to give my life to some greater good. 

GIGI BOLT 
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Do it for the American Theater, Sam. 

MARGARET 

Do it for commitment, Sam. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Show the world I’m still worth adoring. 

MAX 

Give the world a blockbuster, Sam! A real blockbuster! 

GIGI BOLT 

Do it for something worthy of the soul! 

MARGARET 

Do it for someone worth loving! 

CHLOE BANKS 

Worth remembering forever! 

MAX 

Worth the price of admission! 

SAM 

I’m just not sure what that would be! And I need to know. I need some purpose. I’m sick 

of this endless, confusing life! What do I need this life for anyway if I’ve never had 

happiness? But what do I get when it’s over? What am I dying for?! …God? I’m not a 

praying man. But if you’re up there I sure wish you’d tell me so. A lot of people down 

here are counting on me. And I’d just like to know that someone’s gonna be up there to 

greet me when I come knocking. Tick, when I put that gun to this machine. Tock, and 

bust it wide open. Will my soul come flying out and have something, somewhere to fly 

to? Or will a big bang echo into nothing, nowhere. …What happens to us? What’s the 

answer? Someone give me a sign! 

 

Episode Twenty-one 

 

At the sound of a massive electrical switch, SAM is suddenly caught in a harsh 

spotlight from upstage. It is bright enough that both SAM and the audience can 
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only barely make out the MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN who is standing 

behind it. 

 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Sam Small. 

SAM 

Aw, jeez that’s bright. Yes, that’s me. Who are you? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Who I am doesn’t matter. It’s whom I represent that counts. 

SAM 

Okay. Who’s that? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

You, Sam. 

SAM 

Me? Oh, no, I’m sorry, I already have an agent. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Albert Price. 

SAM 

So you know about him. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

We know everything about everyone. 

SAM 

Who’s we? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

The people I represent. 

SAM 

And that’s me. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

(impatient) No, by you, Sam, I meant the American people. By we, I mean the party 

whose candidate will give the American people hope and a renewed sense of purpose. 

SAM 
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Oh yeah? Which party is that? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

The right party, Sam. 

SAM 

(clarifying:) The RIGHT, party? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Does the name Senator McPatsy mean anything to you? 

SAM 

Oh yeah, didn’t he get in trouble with that woman or do drugs or something? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

(That again!) Yes, that’s him. That mud dried up and flaked off a long time ago, Sam. 

Senator McPatsy made his peace, and now he’s fighting for your future. 

SAM 

Is he? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

And he needs your help. 

SAM 

Oh! Of course! I shoulda known. Well if he wants my help, first he needs to turn off that 

light, then he needs to talk to my agent. 

 

 The light goes out. The stage is pitch black. 

 

SAM 

Hey. I can’t see. 

 

 The light comes on again, brighter, from a different angle. 

 

SAM 

Aw! Say, what’s the big idea? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Senator McPatsy needs your help, Sam. 
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SAM 

Oh he does, does he? What for? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

It used to be, Sam, that people had ideas they were willing to die for. Nowadays people 

with ideas just want to live. Never has there been a greater need for dead ideologists. 

Tomorrow when the clock strikes midnight, you are going to kill yourself. 

SAM 

That’s right I am. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

You are going to kill yourself because, like so many of your fellow Americans, you 

despair the terrible state to which your great nation has come – particularly due to the 

policies backed by Senator McPatsy’s opponent. And so you took your life. Senator 

McPatsy will then campaign in your name, to right the wrongs that have driven good 

American citizens like Sam Small to such desperation. 

SAM 

What wrongs are those, exactly? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Well, it’s complicated. 

SAM 

Well can you sum it up? If I’m gonna die for some Senator I need to know why, don’t I? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Have you heard the one about the chicken and the ducks? 

SAM 

Oh! Is it gonna be funny this time? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Some duck eggs were set on by a certain chicken. For many years she set on them, 

keeping them warm, until finally her task was complete. The ducks broke through the 

eggshells, crawled happily from under the chicken, then grabbed her by the scruff of the 

neck and dragged her towards the pond. The chicken screamed, “Wait! I hatched you! 

What are you doing?” “Swim,” said the ducks. “I don’t know how to swim!” cried the 
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chicken. “Then fly!” said the ducks. “I don’t know how to fly!” cried the chicken. “Then 

sit there,” said the ducks, “and do nothing.” …Do you understand the allegory? 

SAM 

I’m sorry, Sir, I’m really not very good at this allegory stuff. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Who are the ducks, Sam? 

SAM 

I don’t know. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

The other party. And who is the chicken? 

SAM 

Uh… 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

The American people. Or? 

SAM 

Or? You mean I get a choice about what it means? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Sure. It can mean whatever you want it to mean.  

SAM 

Well that’s handy. Look, let’s just cut to the chase. How much money are YOU offering? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

One million dollars and your wife will never pay taxes again. 

SAM 

Woah! Say, that’s pretty good. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Do it, Sam! Do it: for America. 

SAM 

Mmmaybe but I need to think about it. 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Do it for all Americans who work hard and deserve a fair shake.  

SAM 
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Like my wife. Mary.  

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

That’s right! Do it for Mary, Sam. Do it for her. And the baby. 

SAM 

The baby? What do you mean the baby? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

You need to talk to your wife. 

SAM 

Wait a minute! 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

Goodnight, Sam. 

SAM 

How do you know about a baby? 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

And God bless America. 

SAM 

Did Mary tell you that before telling me? Why am I always the last to know everything?! 

Hey! 

 

The spotlight goes out with the sound of a massive electrical switch. Darkness. 

 

SAM 

I can’t see anything! 

 

Act Four 

 

Episode Twenty-two 

 

At the sound of another massive electrical switch, heart-pounding dance music 

explodes into the air. The theater flares up in a frenzy of colored lights and has 

suddenly transformed into a raging dance club, packed to the gills with a hundred 
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party hungry clubbers. EVERYONE pounces on SAM, rips off his clothes and 

forcibly dresses him in his hip new outfit. During this, SAM is by turns startled 

and excited. In the end, when he sees how hip he looks, SAM joins in with the 

bouncing, throbbing, sweaty, desperately energetic dancing. Then… 

 

SAM 

Albert! 

ALBERT 

Sam! What do you think? Quite a party isn’t it?  

SAM 

Yeah! 

ALBERT 

Margaret sure set the place up real nice. Here, have a drink! 

SAM 

Oh, thanks! 

ALBERT 

Having a good time? 

SAM 

Sure. Say, do you know what time it is? 

ALBERT 

Don’t you worry about a thing, I’ll let you know when it’s time. You just enjoy yourself, 

Sam! This is your night! 

 

 MARY joins them. ALBERT slips away. 

 

MARY 

Oh! I haven’t danced this much since high school! 

SAM 

Mary! 

MARY 

Are you having a good time, Sam? 
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SAM 

Sure! 

MARY 

How do I look? (takes SAM’s drink) 

SAM 

You look great! How do I look? 

 

MARY swigs from SAM’s drink. 

 

MARY 

Mmm, you look great! 

SAM 

(taking the drink away) Mary, do you think you should be–? 

MARY 

Don’t think, Sam! Dance! 

 

MARY pulls SAM back out onto the dance floor. Dancing. (Throughout the scene, 

MARGARET’s assignment from ALBERT is to be there to hand SAM another 

drink whenever he runs dry.) Then… 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

So do you travel often? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

Yes. I have been to Germany and London. Oh, and Paris, too, but it was vacation. 

CHLOE BANKS 

Tell me. What kind of breasts are popular in Paris these days, big ones or small ones? 

MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN 

I would not know. Excuse me. 
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The MYSTERIOUS FOREIGN MAN moves off after ALBERT, who has just 

passed by, and THEY disappear together. A brief flare up of dancing. Then 

CHLOE BANKS catches sight of SAM. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

Sam! There you are, darling! 

SAM 

Oh, hi, Chloe! 

CHLOE BANKS 

I haven’t forgotten about our big climax, Sam. 

SAM 

Oh? 

 

 CHLOE BANKS slips a folded note into SAM’s pants pocket. 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

And here’s that final monologue. I wrote it myself, just for you.  

SAM 

Oh, you did? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Don’t let me down, Sam. I’m counting on you. 

SAM 

Chloe, I think– 

CHLOE BANKS 

Don’t think, Sam. Drink! 

 

SAM drinks. Dancing. Then… 

 

MAX 

Sammy baby!  

SAM 



American Suicide v3 – Jackson 111 

Oh, Mister Maxwell. 

MAX 

I’ve been talkin’ on my cellular phone again, Sam.  

SAM 

Oh yeah? 

MAX 

I’ve got all of Hollywood on hold, just waiting for that green light. You know the one I 

mean. 

SAM 

Look, Mister Maxwell, you’ve got to go through my agent, Albert. 

MAX 

Don’t you worry, Sam, I’ve been in the business a long time, I know the drill. I’ll talk to 

Albert, alright. But I want you to know that with me it’s not just business. It’s personal.  

 

 MAX slips a folded note into SAM’S suit jacket pocket. 

 

SAM 

Mister Maxwell, I really think– 

MAX 

Don’t think, Sam. Drink! 

 

 SAM drinks. Dancing. Then… 

 

GIGI BOLT 

Sam! 

SAM 

Hello Miss Bolt. 

GIGI BOLT 

I’m sure you’ve got a lot on your mind, Sam. 

SAM 

What? 
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GIGI BOLT 

I said I’m sure you’ve got a lot on your mind. But I just want to remind you what you 

could do for the American Theater tonight! The soul of our culture is counting on you, 

Sam!  

 

 GIGI BOLT slips a folded note into SAM’S pocket. 

 

SAM 

Oh, my head is spinning. Look, I’m tired of you people. It’s too much to think about. Too 

many ideas and not enough reason to pay attention to them. 

GIGI BOLT 

You shouldn’t say that, Sam! 

SAM 

But it’s true! 

GIGI BOLT 

Yes, but you shouldn’t say it! 

SAM 

Why not? 

GIGI BOLT 

Because if the critics don’t like this play they might take that line and use it against the 

playwright, and then maybe HE’D kill himself! Could you live with THAT? 

SAM 

What? The playwright? Miss Bolt, I don’t think– 

GIGI BOLT 

Don’t think, Sam! Drink! 

 

 SAM drinks. Dancing. Then, at the bar… 

 

CHLOE BANKS 

I’ve totally considered the possibility of doing a little theater. 

GIGI BOLT 
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Really? Did you get your start in the theater? 

CHLOE BANKS 

No, I just thought it might help boost my image as a serious actress. 

GIGI BOLT 

I see. 

MARGARET 

Do you know anyone who actually goes to the theater? What’s it ever about, anyway? 

GIGI BOLT 

What’s it about? It’s about everything! 

MARGARET 

Really. Everything? Well I’m a bartender. Is there any theater about bartenders? 

GIGI BOLT 

Certainly. Eugene O’Neill? 

CHLOE BANKS 

Dude, I’ve heard of him. Didn’t he die or something? 

GIGI BOLT 

Yes. 

CHLOE BANKS 

How? 

GIGI BOLT 

A bartender killed him. 

MARGARET 

Excuse me. Sam! Sam. 

 

MARGARET moves away from CHLOE BANKS and GIGI BOLT and takes SAM 

by the arm. 

 

SAM 

Margaret. Boy, the club sure looks great! 

MARGARET 

Thanks. You remember what we spoke about, Sam. Our surprise finale? 
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SAM 

Yes, I remember. 

 

 MARGARET puts a folded note into SAM’s pocket. 

 

MARGARET 

Good. Now I wrote this speech for you.  

SAM 

Oh, you did? 

MARGARET 

I’m counting on you Sam. Don’t think all these pretty lights are for Albert. 

ALBERT 

(arriving) Margaret, the club’s a knockout. You really transformed the place. 

MARGARET 

Anything for you, Albert. 

ALBERT 

Say, do you mind giving Sam and I a minute? 

MARGARET 

Sure. Goodbye Sam. 

 

MARGARET leaves.  

 

ALBERT 

Listen to this one, Sam. You’ll just die laughing. 

SAM 

Oh, no, I gotta hold out ‘till midnight. 

ALBERT 

I was just talking to this guy from the NRA. He asked if I’d to do him “a favor” and slip 

the NRA the winning ticket. 

SAM 

You mean rig the raffle? 
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ALBERT 

Yeah. He had a big fancy statement he wanted Mary to read and everything. 

SAM 

A statement? What did it say? 

ALBERT 

Oh, the right to bear arms, from my cold dead hand, yadda yadda yadda. But get this. He 

hands it to me and he says, “Here’s the statement, signed by thirty-five thousand voters.” 

SAM 

Thirty-five thousand people signed it? 

ALBERT 

That’s what I asked. 

SAM 

Wha’d he say? 

ALBERT 

He said, “No, I signed it.” So I say, “But you just said thirty-five thousand voters.” 

“Yeah,” he says, “that’s my pseudonym.” (laughs) Can you believe that? (looks around:) 

What people won’t stoop to these days. Aaanyway. (back to SAM:) Feast your eyes on 

this piece of work.  

 

 ALBERT produces a super cool, gleaming handgun. 

 

SAM 

Wow! What’s that? 

ALBERT 

That is for you. Had it made special. 

SAM 

Really? It’s very shiny. 

ALBERT 

It’s even got silver bullets. Just in case. 

SAM 

What? 
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ALBERT 

I’m joking, Sam. I wanted you to hold it in your hand before the big moment, so you 

wouldn’t be surprised or anything. 

SAM 

It sure is heavy. 

ALBERT 

Yeah, but it delivers the goods light as a feather. Now just remember what we talked 

about. Plant your feet, hold this baby in one hand like this, and hold up the other hand 

like this. 

 

 ALBERT holds up a fancy, sealed envelope. 

 

SAM 

What’s that? 

ALBERT 

The lucky winner. 

SAM 

So who IS the lucky winner, anyway? 

ALBERT 

Patience! You deliver your speech, press the magic button, and then Mary reads the note. 

Just like we talked about. Okay? 

SAM 

How can I tell them what I’m dying for when I haven’t even read my own suicide note? 

ALBERT 

Don’t worry about it, Sam. Everything’s been taken care of. And didn’t I write a great 

speech for you? 

SAM 

Sure, but don’t you think– 

ALBERT 

Ehp! Don’t think, Sam! 

SAM & ALBERT 
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Drink! 

 

 SAM drinks. Dancing. Then, at the bar… 

 

MARY 

Hey Margaret! How ‘bout another round? 

MARGARET 

You bet. 

MARY 

This is some party. 

MARGARET 

Sure is. How’re you holding up? 

MARY 

Oh, fine. 

 

 MARY downs her drink. 

 

MARY 

I’m a very lucky girl. 

MARGARET 

I bet. Listen it’s none of my business but did you ever sign a contract with Albert? About 

the proceeds? 

MARY 

Contract? No, I trust Albert. “Set for life,” that’s what he said. 

MARGARET 

Uh huh. Sam doesn’t have a life insurance policy on him does he? 

MARY 

No. 

MARGARET 

(beat) Well, those things don’t always turn out to be worth as much as you’d hope they 

would anyway, believe me. …You want another? 
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MARY 

Okay. 

 

MARGARET turns away to get a fresh bottle. MARY thinks. SHE spots ALBERT 

and goes to him. 

 

MARY 

Albert. 

ALBERT 

Yeah, Mary. 

MARY 

I’m nervous. 

ALBERT 

Why? You look fabulous! 

MARY 

Well. What if at the last minute, I get sad, and I can’t read the note? 

ALBERT 

You’ll be fine. Just think of it like a game show and you’re Vanna White. It’s just a 

show.  

MARY 

Right. 

ALBERT 

And after that curtain comes down, you are gonna be the luckiest girl in America. 

MARY 

/ Right. 

MAX 

Albert baby! 

ALBERT 

Max! 

MAX 

And the winner is? 
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 MAX is pulling a plump envelope from his coat. ALBERT stops him. 

 

ALBERT 

Only time will tell, Max, only time will tell. 

MAX 

Tick tock. 

ALBERT 

Max, you know Mary, Sam’s wife. 

MAX 

Hello, doll. Say, who is THAT you’re wearing? 

ALBERT 

Doesn’t she look great? Huh? Now you keep dancing, Mary, while I have a little chat 

with Max here.  

MARY 

Okay. 

ALBERT 

You just have a good time. And don’t worry! 

MARY 

Okay! 

 

ALBERT moves off with MAX. Dancing. MARY’s dancing is eventually overcome 

by thought, and she finds her way to a side room of the club to collect herself. 

SAM stumbles in. 

 

MARY 

Oh! Sam! 

SAM 

There you are, Mary.  

MARY 

How are you feeling, Sam? 
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SAM 

I feel great! 

MARY 

Really? 

SAM 

Yeah. You know why? Because I just realized: when you KNOW you’re time is up, it 

gives you such freedom! Think about it. I can do anything. I can do whatever I want. And 

if someone doesn’t like it, what are they gonna do? Kill me? I’m the king of the world. In 

fact, watch this. Gimme that phone.  

 

 SAM whips out a fancy new cell phone. 

 

MARY 

Oh! Who are you calling? 

SAM 

I’m calling the White House. 

MARY 

The White House? Sam! 

 

 SAM dials 411 on his cell phone.  

 

SAM 

Shh, yes, what city please? I’ll tell you what city please. Washington, D.C., that’s what 

city please. …Mm-hm, the White House. …You heard me: the White House. …Well I 

don’t know which number. Gimme the president’s number. …(to MARY:) Not listed. (to 

operator:) Well then give me whatever that number is that people can call in and say 

what’s on their mind. …You know the number I mean. That number people can call up 

and say what’s on their mind. You can’t tell me I’m the first person ever to speak his 

mind in Washington. Now look that number up. …Thank you. …It’s ringing. …Ah, 

hello? Hello! …It’s a machine. Nobody’s home. Nobody’s near the phone at the White 

House. What am I paying my taxes for if they don’t even have someone to pick up the 
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phone when they’re not home? Alright, I’ll leave a message. Press three? Here yuh go: 

three! …Hello. This is Sam Small. And I have something I wanna say. I just wanna say…  

 

Elsewhere, CHLOE BANKS has stopped dancing and stares out into a terrible 

void. MAX is nearby dancing obliviously.  

 

SAM 

Uh… I just wanna say…  

 

After a pause, SAM lowers the phone from his ear, then hangs up. 

 

MARY 

What is it Sam? Sam, what is it? 

CHLOE BANKS 

I’m sick of this fast, exciting life. 

 

MAX has heard CHLOE BANKS, but either doesn’t comprehend her or doesn’t 

want to. Either way, HIS dancing is now altered by the intrusion of introspection. 

 

MARY 

…Sam? 

 

 SAM looks at MARY. 

 

SAM 

Hey. Ain’t nobody here but us chickens. 

 

MARY smiles. SAM steps closer to MARY. HE looks down at her stomach. A 

romantic pop ballad starts to play in the distance beneath the techno beat. 

 

SAM 
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Mary? Is there anything you want to tell me? 

MARY 

(innocently) No. …? …Sam. …Do you think you should–? 

SAM 

Don’t think. Dance…? 

 

MARY takes SAM’s hand. Despite the throbbing beat that continues to pulse 

beneath their pop ballad, SAM and MARY’s dancing remains slow and romantic. 

The MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN appears behind his harsh spotlight, which 

passes over CHLOE BANKS who turns her head to look at Sam and Mary, MAX 

dancing his guts out, MARGARET standing alone and already looking at Sam and 

Mary, MARY and SAM slow dancing, GIGI BOLT imagining her final bow, and 

ALBERT counting a thick stack of money. The spotlight dims and the 

MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN disappears. The beat of the techno music begins 

to grow stronger again, gradually overwhelming the pop ballad. EVERYONE 

begins to get caught up in it again if they weren’t already, and soon their dancing 

bounces to its most desperate, exhausted, and treacherous height! 

 

Episode Twenty-three 

 

The music explodes to a halt. ALBERT steps up to a microphone. The CROWD 

punctuates his speech vocally throughout. The MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN 

is tucked somewhere off to the side, unseen and listening. 

 

ALBERT 

Ladies and gentlemen! It’s that time! The moment you have all been waiting for! Who 

will be the lucky winner? …But before I turn the microphone over to the man of the hour, 

let me say just a few words. As Sam’s agent, his neighbor, and friend, I am deeply 

touched by the interest shown to him by all of you, and people around the globe. I want to 

personally thank my right hand lady, and your favorite barmaid, who has stood by my 

side and single handedly transformed this joint into the hippest club in town, let’s give a 
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big hand to Margaret! …And of course I must introduce the woman behind the man: the 

most gorgeous ex-waitress in town, Mary Small! …Now Sam has a few words to say, 

and then after he bids us all farewell, the lovely Mary will personally take this envelope 

from his hand, open it, and announce the LUCKY WINNER! …And now, it is my 

pleasure, and my honor, to introduce to you the man of not just the hour but the decade 

and the century, you know him, you love him, you spent your last dollar on him, please 

give a big hand for Mister Sam Small! 

 

Huge applause! SAM steps up to the microphone, smiling nervously. ALBERT 

gives SAM the gun and fancy envelope, then steps away. SAM pulls a folded note 

out of one pocket, then another out of another pocket, and a third out of a third 

pocket, a fourth, and a fifth. For a moment, SAM is not sure what to do.  

 

ALBERT 

Uh, heh! You need some help there, Sam? 

 

SAM drops all of the papers but one, which he unfolds and holds up. HE looks at 

the gun. Another pause, and SAM drops the paper. ALBERT quickly picks it up 

and tries to hand it to SAM. 

 

ALBERT 

Ope… Here you go… Right here, Sam… Would you like me to read it for you, Sam? 

SAM 

No it’s alright. I can do it. …Uhm. Ladies and gentlemen. …Uh. Ever since I was a little 

kid I wanted to be a genius, but my parents were against it.  

 

 EVERYONE laughs tentatively and nervously, which SAM didn’t expect. Then he 

 continues… 

 

SAM 
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So what have I lived for since then? To be a number? No sir. …All these years life has 

done nothing but mock me. …Well I’ll show life what’s what! Life isn’t going to take 

ME for a ride anymore! I’m taking LIFE! My life! And I’m gonna ride Hell’s hand 

basket straight to Heaven! Nobody’s gonna drag Sam Small down again! I will make a 

difference! If not in life, then in death! 

 

By this time EVERYONE has already been punctuating SAM’s speech with 

rousing cheers, but that last line puts them over the top. SAM is fully in the game. 

 

SAM 

What’s that old clock on the wall say Albert? 

ALBERT 

We got fifteen seconds, Sam!  

SAM 

Fifteen seconds! 

 

Drum roll. The crowd is going wild. SAM kisses MARY, says something to her 

that we can’t hear and she nods to, and then takes his position with the gun and 

fancy envelope in hand. MARY, clenching back tears, puts on her best Vanna 

White. 

 

ALBERT 

Let’s count him down everybody! Ten! 

EVERYONE 

Nine! Eight! Seven! Six! Five! Four! Three!! Two!!! One!!!! 

 

 On top of “one” MARY screams. But even this isn’t as loud as: 

 

EVERYONE 

Yeah!!!!! 
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SAM doesn’t pull the trigger. There is a tense silence. SAM lowers the gun. 

 

ALBERT 

Uh, just a little nervous everybody. It’ll just be a moment. Sam. Sam, what’s the matter? 

SAM 

What am I doing? 

ALBERT 

That’s what I want to know? Everybody’s waiting for you Sam. 

SAM 

…I want to live. 

ALBERT 

No you don’t, you want to die. 

SAM 

No. I want to live. 

 

ALBERT turns to the crowd and laughs awkwardly, waving his hands and shaking 

his head “no.” 

 

ALBERT 

Heh heh! Huhhh. (to SAM:) What do you think you’re doing? Do you know how much 

money you’re blowing away? Think about Mary. Do you know how much all of this 

cost? 

SAM 

I’m sorry, Albert, I can’t do it. 

MARY 

(uncertainly) Sam? 

SAM 

I’m sorry, Mary. 

MAX 

Is he going to do it or not? 

MARGARET 



American Suicide v3 – Jackson 126 

What are you waiting for, Sam? 

GIGI BOLT 

Do it for the soul, Sam! 

MARGARET 

Do it for commitment! 

CHLOE BANKS 

Do it for me Sam!  

MAX 

No, do it for me! / My career! 

EVERYBODY BUT MARY 

You promised me, Sam! Do it for me! Do it for… 

 

 SAM points the gun in the air. EVERYONE goes silent. 

  

SAM 

…No. 

ALBERT 

You bastard, I’ll kill you! 

CHLOE BANKS 

He strung us along, the dirty fake! 

GIGI BOLT 

The filthy liar! 

MAX 

He’s a fraud! 

MARGARET 

You stole my future from me, Sam! 

ALBERT 

I’m gonna sue! I’m gonna squeeze you for every last dime I SPENT on yuh! 

GIGI BOLT 

You coward!  

MARGARET 
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You chicken!  

CHLOE BANKS 

Chicken!  

MARGARET, ALBERT & GIGI BOLT 

Chicken!! 

SAM 

Fine, fine, I’ll be the chicken! I’ll run around with my head cut off, I don’t care! But I 

want to live! 

MAX 

Somebody grab the gun! 

CHLOE BANKS 

Shoot him! 

ALBERT 

Kill yourself!  

EVERYBODY BUT MARY 

Kill your/self! (or:) Shoot / him! (or:) Do / it! (or:) Now! 

SAM 

Wait! …You all want so badly for me to kill myself? You want me to die for your 

causes? For love? Money? Fame? To prove some point? If it’s so important to you, here’s 

the gun, go ahead, do it yourself. Come on, take it. Shoot yourself, please. Go ahead.  

 

SAM goes about the room holding the gun by the barrel and offering the handle to 

different people, who each back away. MARGARET even leaves the room when 

SAM approaches her. SAM then looks out into the audience and offers the gun to 

a few of them. HE turns back to the stage and makes one final sweep, holding out 

the handle of the gun for anyone to take…  

 

SAM 

Here chic chic chic! Here chic chic! 

 

 …but they all back away again. 
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SAM 

You’re all afraid. And what was it you were just accusing me of? What was my crime? 

That I chose life over a lucrative death? What kind of people are you? What kind of 

COUNTRY is this? What kind of WORLD? You all wanted me to die! But what am I 

guilty of? Nothing! I’ve never hurt anyone in my life! No one can say otherwise! And 

none of YOU can say as much! I might not be the smartest man, I might not have a job, I 

might not even be worth the shoes I’m standing in! But none of you, not one, can say that 

I am responsible for hurting a single person on this earth! 

 

 MARGARET bursts in. 

 

MARGARET 

Everybody listen, I just heard on the radio in the kitchen, it’s all over the news! 

EVERYBODY 

What? What is it? Sam? Am I on the news? etc… 

MARGARET 

Shhh! …Right at midnight, thousands of people across the country and all over the 

world–! …committed suicide. 

 

EVERYONE turns and looks at SAM. MARY faints. CHLOE BANKS, MAX, and 

GIGI BOLT each walk out in different directions – GIGI BOLT up the theater 

aisle, of course. The MYSTERIOUS AMERICAN MAN slips away as well. 

ALBERT and MARGARET stare at SAM, who is stunned. With a sputtering buzz, 

the lights flicker. Then at the sound of a massive electrical switch they go out. The 

end. 
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